

btCAUbfc, I LOVL lOU SO MUCH 
HAVE CREATED YOU TO EMBRACE 
E VERY I ITT! F PART OF YOU 


NIHILIST NEWSPAPER FOR THE LIVING 


THEY sever the cord brutally 
in their life-giving hands. 

A filthy habit. 

Red-hot,it is thrown to the 
side and slides,clammy-hot, 
beneath the table. 

The knife is placed between 
us. 

The initiation rite is com¬ 
plete.Only the cry cuts the 
head,to bury deep and linger. 
They have laboured long to 
separate the other.In their 
duty,we are left to lie 
alone,gently breathing. 

It lays pulsating beneath 
the table.lt was never de¬ 
tached enough. 

It hangs,parasitic,to the 
body. 

The serpent moves,to embrace, 
it is the death knot of our 
dutiful love and obedience." 
The shedding was an illusion. 
In their eagerness to give 
us life,they gave uo theirs. 
The Initiation rite was 
wrong,was death. 

The baby drops into the bin, 
beneath the table • 

The serpent lives,to define 
our death.lt grows so pale, 
it is hard to distinguish. 

The teaching is oomplete 
when all trace has vanished. 
Only the marks remain. 

Only the remains are felt. 
Joyfully we step from the 
room,to celebrate our loss. 
The serpent grows warm.It 
fattens and pulls us closer. 
The FAMILY. • 

The room. 

We are all contained within 
its walls.The conditions 
are set.There is no escaping 
the blood.lt is thicker than 
water.Thick,sticky and black. 
We are forced to kneel 
through the weight of it. 

YOU are MY mother MY father. 
YOU are MY son MY daughter. 
YOU are MY husband MY wife. 
YOU are MINE. V 

I am YOURS. 

The serpent is not dead, it 
is only sleeping. 

The nightmare is the force 
of its reality.We are 
tightly bound by the vision. 
We must learn to submit,not 
to survive. 

The serpent pulls tighter. 

We must be willing to 






possess and be possessed. 
Beneath the table,the 
withered cord pumps,cold, 
laying like some discarded 
snakeskin. 

The air thickens.The density 
is suffocating.There is no 
room to see. 

Life is life never realised. 

T lght e r • T ighte r • 

We must,finally,sublimate 
all love and life for theirs. 
There can be no meeting. 

The serpent writhes in its 
Joy of life.We can not 
breathe.lt pumps a sickening 
air in its attempt to regain 
the submission.lt tightens 
still and the cry is heard. 
The knife is between us. 
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> Returning to the school years la t^ the 
building is empty,after hours.Among the 
scale of things designed for children 
the air is crushed as in a cathedral. 

Fffcm this cage hands gesticulate 
limited patterns,wild gestures filed 
down to subtle silence.An ink blot 
defiles a neat paper. Anguish developes in 
th late hours, darkness,wolves under the 
bed fire adrenalin,the inevitability of 
the next day subdues fear to a dull pitch 
of anxiety. 

The next day,entry into that environment, 
assault on eye and sensitivity,bizarre 
colours fluctuate from room to room,puce 
and lemon,green,pale blue cold cream red. 

Small gingham curtains hang from half way 
up the window blocking a dismal veiw. 

Inside,inside,aide by side,the profiles 
of the children stretch backwards xn 
historical succession.Permission and 
regulation. Regularity by bell and clock. 

Three times the reply is no.He unbuttons 
his trousers and pisses by the teachers' 
desk.A dull unassuming child,he bears 
the poison of reprisal with the same 
functional attitude of needing to piss. 

He carries it like the bucket of 
sawdust the janitor brings in to cover 
the incident.As an object of ridicule he 
becomes quietly cruel. 

Competition soaks every action.The 
children misbehave dividedly.Two hundred 
children and nine adults hide from each 
other.Routine wanes and winds up,hours 
speed and grind like passing sirens, 
books spread open reveal nothing,the 
gestures of their teachers educate more 
effectively.In the unsubtle silence 
reflections go unquestioned.they grow, 
poorly watered plants in an air of 
dishonesty. 

The desks are arranged to form tunnels. 

'Phis man has a game worked out, a boy 
slipping for a moment,a dischord in HIS 
composition,is sent crawling through 
the tunnel,goaded and kicked by class¬ 
mates and on reaching the otner end, 
beaten.The children, divided into girl 
and boy learn the arts of betrayal and 
humiliation, of jealousy and possession. 

Locked doors are understood.Under the 
thumb guilt flourishes like poison ivy. 
Heartbeat urging legs to run,late, late, 
already the rest have answered to their 
names, taken their places. Made 
conspicuous by the ringing of the bell 
fading she is strung up like a 
blackbird by a gamekeeper,the deterrent 
to keep the heart shouting,wolves under 
the bed can be leapt over,the soft bed 
receives,here the thorns lacerate. 


shadows hover like thunderbolt presences. 
Ten minutes before hometime the children 
fold their arms upon the desks,rest their 
heads.Pretend sleep,waiting for the temp¬ 
orary refuge at home that never extends 
but always goes round with the clock.The 
arms that could embrace are glued upon a 
faceless monument.Time spins like a slow 
saucer occurring uncaring where it spills. 
Will the knowledge kill me then,isolated 
from any truth yet constantly exposed to 
lies.Gently she rests her hand on the 
cats' stomach.Claws reach out to turn 
away the touch.Seen as reprisal not 


honesty,touches become marks of doubt. 
Intended to be as smooth as machine 
components in someones ivory tower.,/hen 
ivory is left upon the elephant.•.no...the 
body crumples in the dust.Automatically 
given flesh to eat,man lives by death 
alone,the fear of it locks them in amber,a 
ritual is performed on the bodies,the 
surgery that gave every chance left none. 
Method,model,moral,birds fly in fairy 
books,barbaric sophistication nullifies 
approach except by bullet,sting and stone, 


to possess,belong,longing.CafWMMUatch 

it,a hard ball wont hurt you If you catch 
it rJ.ght.Use your hands properly. 

Dirty .nds,the boy stands out by his 
coating of grime.From their clean homes 
the other children despise him.Obscured 
by prejudice he sits alone.Running away 
from the ball,from ugly faces pushing, 
from the game,from every vile assault, 
senses clashing violently in opposition. 

& tunic! stupid game I shall not. .not.rooted 
to the spot the ball strikes the earth at her 
feet .Imaginative,she's so imaginative.Fantasies 
thrift me out of here like helicopters 

rumble overhead,untouchable oppressive 
earns.One way,only one,inability to produce, 
give any taste of possibility when 
f[0 ^—^-—yirtue must have angels wings before 

IJ_ ^ ■■ ■ — ^ recognition. From incubator to 

institution,life encumbent with gaping 
holes.Consuming greedily to fill the holes as 
if they promised more,substitutes for something 
only hinted at in the casts of eyes,buried 
beneath an interplay of doctrines,what is 
best what is best is best.Adapted ad¬ 
mirably. Ticking over,fucked over.A bene¬ 
volent schemer smiles at the twisted 
forms through the window.Men to lead men 
to be led.The babies lay in numbered cots. 

You caused me such pain.You were cone 
ceived in love.Reproach.Approach.Reality 
descends in bruising blows.Fences raised 
and dogs roaming.The school playground 
terminates at a locked gate.The lonely 
units,the hiding places.Discovered 
kissing in a forbidden room.Discovered 
pissing up the wall.Covering the rain¬ 
bow.They satisfy each other with horror 
tales,trading fear like marbles,betraying 
and seducing one another.In the bedroom 
she shows me with a knitting needle and 
doll.A bird flies in through the window to 
batter itself against the wall.The children 
in their turn,learn to covet lies. 
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EVEREST .AN ACCOUNT OF THE FIRST SOLO ASCENT.THE DEATH OF 

IMAGINATION» 

Version I. 

The birth is a long and painful ordeal. 

Some by the needle.Some the water. Seme by the fire. 

There is NO mid-wife pres nt- 
Purged,thou. 

The child Is wedged,head-flrst ,In the pelvic-basin. 

He watches the tufts of blue smoke rise from the stove.Even 
the oven in his indifference .A house-fly settles on the 
polished surface of the table.He swats it away touching only 
the reflection. 

Titanic blocks. 

Herculanean blades. 

TEMPLE columns. 

Christ vindicated. 

The child is temporarily smothered in its past,away from the 
clamps.This mother-to-be contracts to the sound of steel on 
steel . 

Two finger dilation. 

Immobile conquest. 

Lamp at the door* Light on light. 

Christ indicated. 

She rolls blindly in her own sweat , unspeakable animosity 
touches mind and lip.Caught in the gushing,lost in the 
swelling, swallowed hard,the saliva,torn pillows in her 
struggle .Reminded of her OWN choking.Her earlier enterprise. 
"I shall be calling between 9*30 and 10.Be there."That is 
all he has said. 

"Be the re,be there,be the re, be there. "Rung in her mind. 

There is no tolerance , the lamp-posts sway in the damp breeze. 
There is no tolerance , the piles of Autumn leaves ,slippery 
under-foot. 

Son est lumiere. 

The city night. 

She had waited for his coming.Twice.Once as she nervously 
fingered the damask curtains. 

Trim. 

Could she have called and said "NO"? 

Fleur de 11s in the fur of carpet.Each shadow in the street 
another entry .The forlorn lamps NOW dripping in the evening 
fog. A muffled cry.The distant thump of a car-door being 
slammed.The floorboards above SIGH under SOME weight. 

"Who ARE these people?" 

Across the road,curtains are being drawn.Shadows in 
unexplored rooms.Standing for a moment by the window.Black 
shape staring into the icy suburban landscape. 

"Do they dare?" 

"Be there,be there,be there, be there. "Rung in her mind. 
"Nothing Ma,nothing but the BREEZE." 

His orgasm is a long and painful ordeal. 

Some the needle. 

Each thrust burns her as if his prick was a rod of heated 
steel.So ungiven.He wipes away his satisfaction with her 
freshly laundered sheets.He rolls in his own CONTENT. 

"Ah me." 

In the lavatory she tries to extract some of his sticky sperm 
from her body with a wad of toilet-paper.Scraps of yellow 
tissue catch in the moist folds of her cunt. 

"Christ." 

When she returns to the bedroom,he is asleep.Thin lines of 
saliva drop from his mouth to the pillow. 

Nothing more than that.The moisture is already thrown about, 
dried in the fire.Unborn flesh that rings about the ovens. 
Rings about his mouth.Ejected by her body.From the hole.Not 
THIS time. 

"Christ . " 

Wiped from her brow as laughter. 

"We're terribly sorry, you can’t see your baby." 

"Such?ls it such?" 

"Nothing Ma.Nothing." 

She vomits into the pillow. 

When he returns to the bedroom,she is asleep. 

The freshly pressed tweed dress falls in folds across her 
knees.Perfect .She slips into first and neatly parks the car, 
a sunshine-yellow Ford Capri, in the ordered rows of the 
parking lot. She places a pair of light-sensitive sun-glasses 
in the glove compartment, at the same time removing a pack of 
filter cigarettes that she puts in her hip pocket.Lifting 
her calf hand-bag from the back seat,she opens the door and, 
lightly pushing it further open with her foot,climbs out.She 
stops for a moment to smooth down her dress and then, having 
glanced about her,drops a lighted match onto the vinyl of the 
car seat. 

Several minutes later,as she is cashing a cheque,she hears 
the explosion. 

"As it comes?" 

"Comes?What comes?" 

"The money,money.Do you want it as it comee?" 

"Yes.Yes.As it comes." 

She rolls the money into a tight wad and drops it into the 
calf bag. 

"Ah well.Ah well." 

As she passes the parking-lot they are pulling the horribly 
burnt body from the wreckage. 

"Ha. Cash or crucifixion,eh? 

From the wreckage. 

"Christ,the smell,it's foul." 

Dried in the fire. 

In the wasteland to the rear of the parking-lot ,elevated by 
a slight hillock,a group of young children watch in fascin¬ 
ation.They grimace and giggle ,parodying adult fear.They do 
not care,there is no meter by which they could. 

"So that they can come back.That's right isn't it?" 

One of them,a little girl,is lost in introvers ion.She smiles 
and rubs her hands together. 

The stigmata. 

"So that they can come back." 

They seek reassurance. 

"Those Christs,those fucking Christs." 

I look across the bookshelves, exhausted idea is what I 
percleve.The registration of endless concepts , even hopes, 
fulfilled no more than the dusty covers that contain them. 
Within this museum there burns a fire. 

The pages of a book turn in the light breeze,the perfectly 
lit pictures,slliconlsed bodies,make a grotesque tableau 
against the blackened corpse now laying on the tarmac of the 
parking-lot . 

The logs are placed in the hearth like a Shinto gateway,a 
callgraphic brand that marks my mood.Lazy cats punctuate this 
haiku,they yawn and sneeze in the gateway.Imperial dawn,each 
moment, defiled.Everything becomes a symbol for itself, a 
passive statement of intent that knows only that it will be 
consumed by this spirit,or that fire.Such ether to disturb 
away a sadness. 

"Now that the child is born." 

Later that evening the little girl stands alone on the 
hillock staring across the empty expanse of tarmac. Where the 
car had been parked there are now crudely drawn lines,chalk 
marks that suggest the extent of the damage,a childs garden 
of verse,and,to the side of them,a greasy trail describing 
the direction in which the body had been dragged.Away from 
the heat.The topography of death. 

A she turns to scramble back across the wasteland, a patch of 
light is suddenly thrown onto her by the changing sky.Her 
shadow is cast,massively long,across the desolate landscape. 
Some thing.Something that for a second creates total silence. 
Silence,then,is the ALL. 


Diverted,she slips on the gravel path that leads away from 
the hillock.In her fall she grabs at tufts of grass and herb, 
a childs garden,divine now. 

Her Calvary. 

Scorched. 

Struggling to regain a foothold,she kicks aside a small pile 
of bricks.From the hole that is exposed by this act}pn,J,here 
crawls an emaciated cat,that lollops and tumbles across the 
gravel to where her body now lays. 

"Dear pussy.Dear sweet pussy.Shall we go home?" 

I focus always back to the fire.The leaves of a tropical planl 
plant reach away from my chair.I am unutterably lazy,dressed, 
as always I am,in black.The colour of ice.My feet describe a 
line,TO THE FLAMES.I am always,thus,alone. 

"Sweet pussy." 

London.Jan2.I98o.No real decision has been made,no definable 
purpose decreed.Handfulls of garbage are disposed of across 
the WALLS of tho rich.Privilege and wealth burdened with the 
garbage of the poor.Splinters of the pleasure-ship,la ligne, 
shreds of lord-ship,crowns of oceans,ringlets of sea,this 
moisture,behind us now,the shutters on the wall.I draw focus 
on the soft opaque of the windows.Shapes form and disappear 
in the light,caught and carried,there is NO arrest. 

Dear pussy.Dear sweet pussy." 

"Out.Get that animal out." 

"There now.There now." 

"Out.Get it out." 

She feels the burning in her palm,she scrapes at it with her 
index and fore-fingers. 

Christ indicated. 

The stigmata. 

Her Calvary. 



"Out." 

"They shall return." 

"Out." 

Into the valley. 

Silence is a word,in whatever form,it is a word,magnificence 
alone might describe its potential. 

The existential 'NO'. 

She draws on a filter-cigarette.The smoke drifts up across 
her high cheek bone,pocketing,for a moment,in her eye. 

The train pulls along the side of the black lake.Huge birds, 
gull,crow,hawk,cormorant,wheel around in the mist that lifts 
from the waters surface.A medieval cauldron,the witches 
spike,dead now in the ducking pond. 

Moisture rises in the tear-duct. 

Through the upper layers of these greys and whites rise the 
HIGH mountains. 

She smarts. 

Where the mist thins,swirls into its own escape,a wall of 
granite is exposed rising hundreds of feet above the waters 
edge.No foothold here for the intrepid explorer.Between the 
two,the high mountains and the granite crag,lay the alps, 
pretty pastures of grass and herb.Sky-blue gentian.Primrose• 
Daisy.Buttercup-Stretched in rolls to where the white peaks 
claw out the sky,where the clouds wrap and cling,seek seam 
and crack,purge cave and cranny.Not one moment of escape from 
THEIR scouring,up here,in the snow-line. 

A small tear wells across her lower lid. 

The lake is black as the crag,surfaces described in the 
swooping of the birds.NOT ONE FOOTHOLD.HeId,perhaps in the 
cradle of the mist,but NEVER transported.Not one marker that 
does not turn in on its OWN veil. 

They fly alone. 

The meniscus bulges,bursts and sends a fine slither of 
moisture across her cheek.Trapped in the corner of her mouth, 
it glistens in the scarlet of her smile. 

Tremmors of light sparkle in the frame of the mirror,tiny 
rainbows that bounce across the ceiling. 

"You see?" 

Sad Lisa moans from the aquarium.Beaux artes.She does not 
laugh. 

She smiles,bringing her tongue to her upper lip.Slowly she 
slides it across her painted mouth to snap the tiny remains 
of the teardrop into its curl. 

The cobra.The rattlesnake.The viper.Each await the dew,sparse 
nonsense in the sand. 

"Do you understand?"She removes the empty spectacle-case 
from the table-top and places it in her breast-pocket."We can 
not permit this behaviour." 

'WE',the eternal 'WE',ghetto of the mind.How many abuses 
committed in this name,this error,and who will claim it? 
Heritage?Birthright?The dagger is before you. 

"We can not and will not allow it." 

Such an Imposition on 'A' conciousness.Walls are definitions 
of definition Itself.Art describing art.There is no escape, 
yet,here,there is NO capture.Da Vinci is lost also,he wipes 
the smile. 

"Allow,allow,allow,allow."Rung in his mind. 

And who,anyway,would maintain this illusion? 

His hand runs nervously along the carved edge of the table. 
Each movement is registered in ringlets upon the surface of 
the water,each hesitation reflected in the surface of the 
glass,each moment observed by the bespectacled eyes that 
stare from behind the aquatic veil of the vase. 

Pe rce ption.Conoe ption• 

Resurrect ion.Reassurance• 

"I know what you are."As brittle and sharp as the stems that 
rise from the vase.Totems.Tokens.Lost love.The folded labia. 
Great lumps of wadded scarlet rose hang,trophies of a 
cannibalism,from these thorny sticks.Reoonnalscance parties. 
Night operations.Year Zero. 


!"You shall,of course,be punished." 

Is this gender?A polltic?Some secular device?What symbol to 
wear on this striped cloth? 

Punishment is Inverted desire.Perhaps they have 'known' that 
are bound and beaten,stuffed full at the trussing,glanced 
1 satori in the cracking of the birch?How hung on the nipple? 
iHow glanced the genltalia?Toothless memory,ruthless mercy, 
what merriness now,in the pits. 

How now brave warrior that on this truck does ride? 

How weaned this sorry chlld?The scented pine is nothing 
against the ROT of this body.What order in the hangmans life? 
"The pastry dear,the pastry.Is it short?Short enough?You?For 
vou?" 

1 'As if in a circle of cloud,this dense night that you have 
not known,those boys faces as they fell beside me,I kick them 
now,pi8s in each orifice.Rolling corpses in the rich odour 
of your cuisine.Haute cuisine." 

"Short enough." 

"in the body-bag.Yes.In the body-bag. 

[The rail-tracks are across my backyard,endless trains,time 
knows no descriptlon.Is it not over?The trains.Wooded trucks 
that leave their PUTRIFACTION at my doorstep.I hear them at 
night,saddened song,ringing across the meadows,re-routed 
through the channels of my brain,driven through the arteries 
of my body.Time has no integrity. 

Such an Imposition on 'A' conciousness.The bite has swollen 
to a blue circle of cracking flesh,to the left of the lower- 
spine .The ring of tooth in flesh.Flesh becomes a sore.The 
humility of the martyrs is HOAX.Yet still these heroes go to 
war,trudge in the lead boots of indoctrination.The mud of it, 
the blood of it.What did we learn?There?these plts?Stone 
walls,the definitions of it.What did we know to forget?What 
have we learnt that we may dismiss it now?Some borrowed know¬ 
ledge 7BURR0WED EXPERIENCE OF LIVING DEATH. 

She 1J.ft8 a rose from the slender vase and tears the head 
from the stem.Petals fall,scarlet flesh on the embossed black 
black-leather of the table-top. 

"Pick them up.I said, pick them up." 

He reaches for the petals.Tentative small hands.Sensitive 
soft hands.So delicately formed.So unsullied by manhood.Some 
FORTUNE. 

"Pick them up." 

Tiny fingers slipping on the silk-thin petals,butterfly wings 
that melt in touch. 

"I said,PICK THEM UP." 

Benevelenee.Cheap hotels.The MUSTY rocm.Worn rib of carpet. 
Thin panne 1 of door.Orange rayon of curtain and bedcover.The 
TIRED nirvana of the telovlsion-set.Black and white.What 
difference?Swish in the silence. 

She swipes at the grasping fingers with the thorny stems.He 
retracts, frantic against the tearing claws.Lines of blood 
seam through the back of his hand,Jagged rips that run from 
wrist to knuckle. 

'PIG',written in blood on the refrigerator. 

Highway no one. 

"You are not hurt.Now,pick them up." 

The distant rattle of the cattle-trucks,the moan and the 
whistle against the stagnant air,the chimneys that belch 
their human stench.Clickety clack.Cllckety clack.The lime 
and the eating and the bodies and the pit. 

A pattern emmerges,designs,plans.Moments CLOYING at a holiday 
brochure.Imagine this room,this hotel,this walkway,this pool, 
villa,town.This bath to bathe in.This grove;body.This body, 
body,body,body,body,body.Wrung in their minds. 

Tip-toe.The CRUNCH of frozen gross. Slow.CAREful.Walk across 
the LAWn.The sound of the road disappears across the lines of 
privet and LAUREL. 

Wreaths for these HEROES.Spartan warriors that comb their 
hair in preparation for buggery. 

The click of steel on steel. 

Christ indicated. 

The click of knife,on plate.Pocketed.The idle chatter of the 
family.A burst of laughter. 

The family,tight unit of four,are seated at the table.The 
meat-pie steams in its tin container,the center of the 
tableau.Held.Beneath the Jaggy ends.A bunch of chrysanthemums, 
ethereal in the steam, ( richer still),lends imperial majesty 
to the occasion. 

The cat stands by,SEARCHING RAGGED MEAT that drops. 

A voice,droning.Cheeked.A shriller voice."Oh no daddy,no." 
Silence.Peels of laughter. 

"Honestly I did." 

"Personally speaking,I doubt it." 

"But." 

More laughter.Squeels. 

A massively long shadow is thrown by a figure now standing at 
the window,black shape staring into the icy suburban land¬ 
scape .The sudden blue glow of the television-set.Black and 
white.Unexplored rooms.The stair-well,carpeted.The bannister 
rail,mahogany.The landing,floral.The nursery,pink,blue.The 
AROMA of youth. 

Pork in the refrigerator. 

Threads of History. 

"To bed.Now,To bed." 

Bend,now,bend.Down.The shadows move.A car light suddenly 
illuminates the lawn. 

The Sol. 

Black footprints cast in the frost.Dark now.Closer now.The 
SMELL.Warm SMELL.Rich clam of MEAT.PerFUMES.POLISHes .An oil 
stove .Even the OVEN in HIS Indifference .Carried in the ICY 
air.A promise of stagnancy. 

On tip-toes.Faster.Faster.Breaking into a run.The crunch of 
frozen grass.The room.The splintering of glass.Now the smells 
are WARm.The frantic DASH across the unexplored room.Frenzied 
movements across the furniture. 

"Because I HAVE RETURNED." 

Damask curtains blown in the uninvited air. 

Fleur de breeze. 

ICE COLD. 

Blocks. 

Of course,of course.THEY store the FLESH. 

Upturned chaIra,dust and scraps.The standard-lamp crashing 
onto the coffee-table,splinters of veneer,the covers are OFF. 
The perfectly lit pictures,slliconlsed bodies,make a 
grotesque tableau against the livid corpses now gasping their 
last breaths in the sponge upholstery of the three piece 
suite• 

THE CAT LICKS WOUNDS. 

The dull buzz of the television-set is the only sound of 
greater constancy than the moist- grunts and groans.Black and 
white.NEVER FORGOTTEN. 

A thoroughly MODERN silence. 

The floorboards above SIGH under some weight.The bough 

breaks. 

The wreath is a crown of thorn.Wear it for me LORD.Wear it 
for me• 

"Shall WE go HOME?" 

London.Jan3»1980.The carousel turns.Specks of tired Joy,like 
the snowfall,witnessed.I come again.Squeel in the market¬ 
place, he re I saw the fish DRYING in the sun,THEY COULD NOT 
BREATH.Mediterranean decadence.They SUCK the artichoke to 
the FIBRE.The squalor of it.None.There is NONE.Ill defined. 
Tommorrow.Hidden in the roaring space.Timid markers.They 
would DRILL U3.The tapestry of crucifixion.I shall bare none 
of my FLESH,nor bear HIS.None.I shall have NONE of it,how¬ 
ever it is presented,however spoken,NO,not at any cost. 

The EXISTENTIAL 'NO'. 

cont.overleaf• 




































PROJECT. The ascent of Everest. 

’’irrevocability. ” 

"Ah." 

HEIGHT * 29,002ft. 

"Irrevocability.I seek the irrevocable." 

"Will you be corning?" 

PROPOSED ROUTE. Khumbu Glacier.Western Cyro.Lhotse.South Col. 
Southeast Ridge. 

"Because it is there." 

"You could always stay if you want to." 

TEiiL. Solo. 

"Where to?" 

"No,no." 


EQ.UIPLc.HT . Sunglasses, light sensitive .Heavy winter clothing. 
Change of underwear.Stout walking shoes.Beret. 

"Beyond philosophy." 

"Word that defines life?" 

PROPOSED TILE OF ASCENT. 3/4 weeks.Late winter/early spring. 

"No.Life the DEFIES word." 

"You could always stay if you want to." 

Only now they nail the body to the cross.Only now weep in 
their piety.Can you not see the pattern of these deaths? 

THIS was HIS SUMMIT. 

In the supermarket a gush of icy air slides across his face. 
THIS is THE PEAK OF his FREEDOM. 

He turns to study its source• 

Deluded by choice. 

The chunks of meat are bound in cling wrap plastic. 

Burdens to his sexuality. 

He HANGS there. 

Christ Indicated. 

He runs his hand along the alluminium facing of the refrig¬ 
erator, pink against the scarlet of the meat. 

Let THEM walk. 

Cross-sections.Bone,crudely sawn,rudely seen.Splinters in the 
flesh,crashed in the pelvic-basin,carnage in the marrow.Leg. 
The hack of blade.Chuck.Bubbles of blood caught,immobile,in 
the wrap.Brain.Tongue.Silence in the abattoir.The dull buzz 
of the electrodes.Black and white. 

They have defined schizophrenia,TWICE. 

Cash or crucifixion.Each body that clutches its towel,the 
only possession.Lonely procession.Steak.Rump.Sirloin. 

More,more,more,more."Rung in his mind. 
VALIUM 

"If you please,please,please,please."Rung in his mind,mind, 
mind,mind. 

Slabs.Slap of blade.The evening of TORN flesh.The BROKEN 
glass was a BLESSING.Chop.The kidney rests quartered in a 
shell of bone and fat and muscle and meat. 

"That'll be,that'11 be,that'11 be,that'll be."Deeper and 
deeper. 

He fingers the hard blocks,pushes aside ham,gammon,bacon, 
Joint.From the hole that these bricks have been covering,he 
pulls the trussed body of a chlcken.Into the space that is 
left rattle araaller items.Leg.V/ing.Giblet.Portlon.Breast. 
Resurrection?Reassurance? 

The young cashier turns to her superior."Bags.Have you any 
bags?" 

These novices,prostrate in the wilderness. 

Puppets in the guillotine. 

EXPIRED. 

"Bags." 

They ARE the death-camps these high-street superstores,the 
very form of them.It is your greed that fills the chambers, 
you may store peace in your deluded dreams,but it is THE 
FLESH that you covet in your havens of mystery.Worshipful 
sects.What have you learnt in this CATHARSIS?Why DID they 
dle?For you?For you?It is you that wears the uniform of the 
oppressor,yes,yes,look with THOSE moorland eyes,LOOK.The 
greatest conformity,the most FASCIST of uniforms,is the FREE 
choice with which you ADORN yourselves.Trophies of A cannab- 
alism.Lcok down from YOUR cross,it is THERE that you wear 
your guilt. 

YOU ARE NOT HE.You are the CORPORATION. 

Body bag. 

"Short enough." 

Body bag. 

Flash UPON the arm.LIKE THE NEEDLE. 

Can you not see?The yellow star is upon YOUR wallet.You 
carry it. 

Can you not see?The FLASH is on YOUR arm TOO.You oarry it. 

You carry it to those camps as if you MAKE THE CHOICE.You 
are BOTH.At once victim and victimiser,oppressor and oppress 
oppressed.Can you .not see that in the absolution that is 
YOURS is the death that you SEEK.One of the same.Carried in 
the PLASTIC SHOPPING BAG,you TAKE IT HOME.You have SEEN that 
death,yet still you BEAR it.STILL you bear it.Is there no 
shame.Oh you Christs. 

"How do you want it?" 

How do YOU want it? 

Your wallet is the yellow star,those superstores are the 
chambers,yet willingly you take the branding.You desire the 
whip and the fist and the flame and the torture of it because 
you hang out of CHOICE upon those orosses. 

ONLY THROUGH TOTAL SUBMISSION OR TOTAL VIOLATION CAN YOU 
SENSE anything.You have not the DIMENSION for it.Vicarious 
SHITS.You grovel in the twighlight. 

As she fingers the cash-register he crashes the frozen body 
of the chicken down onto her hand.Bone and fat and muscle and 
meat. 

"That'll be,that'11 be,that'll be,that*11 be." 

The cattle push against the curly wire.Wide-eyed.Pricked in 
his mult 1-death.The sign above the door.Auschwitz.Trblinka. 
Dresden.Sobidor.Belsen. Hiroshlma.Nagasaki.Mai Lai. 

OUR LIE IS IN BELFAST,on the queens HIGHWAY. 

Lest we forget.Mai lay,your FUCK,rape,desire.Mai lay,your 
Lai.What is there to remember?McBurger.Wimpey.Ford.Fortes. 
Nestle.Shell.Bayer.Woolworth.ICI.Pas icl.Verbotten.OUT* 
Securicor.IBM.PM.Elizabeth Regina Windsor.Lord Christ.MQUTH- 
.VASH.Erylcream.Arsefuck.Colman.lt is THEY that shall be 
purged.I clutch my breastless breast,it is THEIR gender. 
Radical I.Wash.Wash.You Christ,you Queen,you corporation,to 
THE SHOWERS.I am stood here in the ephemera of your shitty 
reality,you army,you man,YOU PIMP.You use my PENIS as if it 
were your right.I HAVE NO ARMS IN this WAR.The sign above the 
door.Co'op.Marks.Tescoe.What are these flags?Sarah had but a 
half of it,Sharon took the blade. 

'PIG* upon the DOOR. 

There is no absolution in your CaSHY guilt. 

"Best money can buy." 

How often I have heard these sombre beasts call into. my dre 
dreams,their saddened song ringing across the meadows. 

"Here.Over here." 

This tuft,once theirs,now motorway.This lane,once worn by 
them,now a thread in OUR defense.Herded,were they,into the 
wooded trucks,terrified,as beaten with metal poles. 


"Get up you bastards.Get up." 

Stumbling in the mess of shit and straw,led by their stupid 
LORD,their stupid LAWD.Good Christ,they hear such tales as 
they stare from the lattice of their pre-grave,so mournful, 
hanging in memory from the meat-hooks. 

The bldod rushes the tiled corridor.The pain that YOU employ. 
"Up.Up." 

Carefully I withdraw my penis from the meat-pie,the Jagged 
tin edges threaten my pleasure.The uncooked pastry cakes my 
hairs.The meat lays in tempered lines upon the erect flesh. 
"Up you bastard.Up." 

THE CAT IS EXILED IN THE GRAVY. 

Nothing but the buzz of the ELECTRODE. 

'The Pigs Head Controversy.' 

Do you not see that they desired the HOLOCAUST,as still they 
do,for in CATHARSIS lays the rebirth of their LOST sexuality? 
Self beyond deflnition?The irrevocable?Their crucifixion is 
the ORGASM that they seek.They HUNT death and envy it,bound 
in the sullied realisation that through their birth,they have 
defiled life. 

GUILT IS THEIR ONLY REALITY. 

He carefully wipes the tiny grease-marks from the white 
paint-work with a soft tissue.Where rust is staining up from 
the metal,he rubs away the paint to the body and applies 
filler,two coats of primer,two topcoats.At this stage he rubs 
down with wet and dry,then applying the final coat which he 
finishes off with a thorough wax polishing.For over a year he 
has cared in this manner.The interior,beige upholstery and 
brown trim,is as carefully preserved. 

"Volvo.Safe,reliable,showroom condition,mine.Best money can 
buy." 



Once every six months he drives the vehicle to the local 
agent whos Job it is to check the mechanical condition of the 
car.Engine.Gears.Clutch.Steering.Lights.Tyres• 

"Mine.It's the best that money can buy." 

On Friday night a white Volvo was in collision with a 
stationary vehicle,although neither cars appeared damaged, 
the driver of the Volvo,no other persons were involved, 
sustained serious injuries in the head and chest.The police, 
who arrived at the scene shortly after the aocldent,say that 
he died only minutes before his arrival at hospital in a 
squad-oar.it is doubted that medioal help would have proved 
to be of any assistance. 

'The Pigs Head Controversy.' 

They seek resolution in the FORCE of their materialism,but as 
they are bought,so they are sold.ln the cattle-yard they SEE 
to their own transportation. 

He peers at the glow.Cathode-ray multi layers beneath the 
glass of the shopfront.There is NO way in whioh it can be 
done.The burden of responsibility is lost in the midwifes 
snlp.We never reoover from the TRAUMA of birth for,in this 
reality WE ARE NEVER BORN. 

We are BUT paradox. 

TEAM. Solo. 

The laden Jet wallows its way to snowbound death.The white 
peaks claw at the sky. 

The most Holy father offers his communion with the GODHEAD.No 
wine for these pious souls,no blood of THEIR Christ.Nothing 
but the orange poisons of HIS body.The stenoh rises HIGH 
above the Jungle• 

"There,down there." 

The matrix of death. 

"Christ,what have we done?" 

The mathmatics of form. 

The taped voices.Strange in the WOODLAND. 

Scratched maybe from the pits. 

".Vhat's that?What' s that?*’ 

"Nothing Ma.Nothing but the breeze." 

"What?What?" 


"The breeze,catching the gate." 

The floorboards above sigh under 3 ome weight. 

"Nothing Ma." 

The shovel cuts lines through polythene and brow.No blood 
from THIS corpse.Spilled already.For them. 

Ah testimony.Stupid trifle. 

"Nothing." 

Each catastrophe is the stiffness of their SEX.Broken idols. 
They NEED the mega-death.DESIRE the flesh-piles as their own. 
Auschwitz.Hiroshima.Mai Lai.Words in the DICTIONARY of their 
lust. 

"The daydream was a luxury,a stupid fucking luxury." 

The hotel affords a break.Refuge.Rest.Retreat in their 
bewilderment. 

"Ten times.Ten fucking times." 

The soft nylon sheets are a slldy playground in their agreed 
twighlight.Locked in TIME against the monotonous comformity 
of their lives,metered out like the tides beyond the shutter¬ 
ed windows.The anonymity of the room releases them from the 
horrid bondage of the past.No silver frame that ties them to 
PARENTAGE.No sculpted figurine to grip them TOO in histories. 
Their morality,covetous and sly,is left in the musty cup¬ 
board of their own home.For four days and five nights they 
are the essence of a private fantasy. 

Auschwltz.Hlroshima.Mal Lai.What COULD transcend these 
heavens? 

^ach evening,as dusk falls,he paints his penis with the 
brilliant scarlets of her lipsticks.Lines of lurid red that 
run in sunbursts from his cock,across his body. 

She smiles,bringing her tongue to her upper lip. 

^ach night the lines are printed onto her body,the angles, 
position and order,the lines would fade as the night prog- 
ressedjthe topography of love. 

She smiles,bringing her tongue to her upper lip. 

She,in turn,cuts thin lines into her body with a surgical 
blade,fine thread-like lines that make his decorative efforts 
appear crude and savage.Tiny drops of blood seam through the 
cuts.She collects each drop on her fingertip and wipes it 
across her labia.As her cunt becomes more lurid she invites 
climax to their desires. 

She smiles,bringing her tongue to her upper lip. 

The dull buzz of the television-set,black and white,is the 
only sound of greater constancy than their moist grunts and 
groans.A THOROUGHLY modern sexuality. 

They await the second coming.Auschwitz.Hiroshlma.Mai Lai. 

Their own rebirth. 

Resurrecticn?Reassurance? 

One early morning,as the silver sun rises above the sea,they 
open the windows and shutters,the stagnant air Is suddenly 
fre6h,the curtains lift in the slight breeze.Slithers of 
light in their ever-dusk. 

Bikini is an island no more.The second comlng.Alternatlve 
dawn.New age.The stench rises above the Jungle. 

"What have WE done?" 

Both kneeling,they peer out to the still dull ocean,pelicans 
rise and fall to the gentle swell that breaks in ribbons of 
white surf on the sand and stone of the shore line.The sun 
sparkles now,breaking the line between sea and sky.She takes 
his cock in her hand and softly rubs until he shoots great 
gobs of sperm,that writhe through the air,to splat on the 
glass of the open window. 

"How can we?" 

As he rolls in the pleasure of his orgasm, the leans across 
his body and closes first shutter,then window.The curtains 
hang limp again.Without air.Without light. 

She Lurns to the television-set .slack and w.'ilt* .Vacant.Tiny 
flashing dots,register to AN interference.Keverberatlng line 
that IS static.Waves of airsPACE. 

Not risen yet,these tombs to the planets. 

Cathode-ray dawns in its own landscape of vinyl and nylon,it 
radiates its trussed and eiliconised daydreams into OUR 
lives. 

She moistens her fingertip and gently .rubs her olitorie.,'»arm 
gushes of moisture run from her. cunt.Her .wet hand now slides 
in arcs from her pubis to her arsehole. 

Half-defined images flash across the screen. 

Hairs fold into the creased flash,hard against the softneos. 
Stutters of sound. 

" 1 . 1 . 1 . 1 ." 

Her (j tongue runs frantic across her painted lips. 

Silence. 

Silence is a word,in whatever form,it is a word,magnifloanee 
alone might describe Its potential. 

The television-set.Black and white.They lay alone in their 
seperate orgasms. 

"Again?Again?" 

In the playground,the little girl stops for a moment,some 
signal has registered,message,code,signal,oaught from the air* 
airwaves.Rung in her mind,a flashpoint in the shrill sound an 
and predictable patterns of the playground.Perhaps the move¬ 
ment of a branoh,a patch of light thrown onto her by the 
changing sky # the distant thump of a oar-door being slammed. 
Something.Something that for a second creates TOTAL SIIENCE. 
Sllenoe,then,is the ALL. 

Somewhere perhaps in that majesty IS the souroe. 

She smoothes down her dress and glanoes about her.A shadow is 
cast massiveJy long.Footsteps.Breaking into a run.FASTer.The 
smells are vVARm. Faster .Faster now .Sweat .Breaking.The RAILINGS. 
Swishing.Past.Fast.Sweat.On.Swat the beast.Swat the beaat.On. 
Sweat.The RAILINGS.The DISTANT sound of the playground.Twigh¬ 
light zone.Frantic daeh.Faster.Faster.The LIGHT.Pulse.Through 
the RAILINGS.Faster.The CLUMP of heavy feet.Frenzied move¬ 
ments.The ooarse GRASP of breath and ARM. 

"Down you baetard.Down." 

Caught in flemmy ohest. 

When the wind blows. 

Two finger violation. 

Christ indicated. 
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(P.R.PIGB HEAD CONTROVERSY.IAI) 

ANARCHY 

My appearance for you.I have SO appointed myself,by disposit¬ 
ion perhaps,but none the less it is I that chose it.I am 
gregarious too,so come to you for DELIGHT.Antl-sooial by 
NATURE.What finer LUXURY than S0LITUDE70NE and the OTHER. 
Blaok and white.ANARCHIST by design. 

Of the communards I care little,touohed maybe,but only THEN 
in a romantioism.I mixed once with the anarchist veterans of 
the Spanish War,they called me Geronimo,beoause of my hair, 
they would oome for me in the mornings,limbless old men who 
would laugh as I became drunk on their mixture _of anise and 
sherry.I shared a month with these lottery sold'iers and when 
I hadn't the rent to pay the landlord,I left in the middle of 
the night without saying goodbye.They probably came that 
morning and found that I had gone.Geronlmo,lost in the dust 
of Catalonia.The same year,in Paris,I clapped in the boule¬ 
vards beneath black banners,but always,like the Samurai,one- 
handed. 

anarchy 

Maybe I left these things behind in a search for absolution, 
which I now SEE is BLIND. 

The CAT awaits HER knowledge. 

Now i quest the irrevocable,but I have no words for it,I 
demand life beyond philosophy,yet am oaught in the abyss 





























between the two.I lack no self-dotermlnation,have even 
claimed the slightest of visions,yet,drawn In the bow-string, 
like the arrow,I am not yet flung. 

In my kindest moments I may turn to you,solicit advice,ride ! 
your fame.Do NOT be deluded by my charm.I shall take ALL the 
credit.My burnt-earth policy is WHAT I HAVE. 

A N A R C H • Y 

"No matter.You can keep your boots and your politics outside, 
where they, belong,outside on the street." 

She lathers the rich suds of the washing-up liquid into a 
thick cream,sliding her hands alternately up her arms, 
stopping an inch short of her freshly shaven arm-pits.Small 
blobs of the foam bounce onto her orange nylon dress,forming 
patches that,in tine,dry out to powdery,white stains. 
Flashpoint in the Mojave desert. 

"Ten times.Ten fucking times.I need cunt." 

He swings her around,forcing her mouth onto his.The cliok of 
enamel on enamel.The acrid smell of the washing-up liquid 
overpowers the various more considered smells of their bodies. 
Deodorants.After-shave,perfumes.Talc. 

Frozen bodies in the supermarket store. 

Your temple. 

The body-bags are full. 

"There now.There now." 

"Short enough?" 

"Too FUCKING- short.Too fucking short." 

They rip open the bags.Nothing.Scrapings that are NOTHING. 

"is this what is left?" 

THAT resurrection. 

"Left?" 

IN THE PASTRY. 

"When did you do that for me?" 

"I never knew how.is that tad?I never knew how." 

His underwear is oversize.His penis and balls Hang in the 
mishapen gusset like so much swollen dead flesh*trophies of a 
cannabalism. 

"I want to fuck you." 

By the empty socket a plug lay3 in the dust and scrap of the 
uncleaned carpet.Disturbed,the dust will smell of those same 
deodorants,after-shaves,perfumes,talc.Years of their rot to¬ 
gether in the musty cupboard of their HOME. 

"Shall we?" 

The light has not been used in all that time. 

LESSILLUMINATION. 

Who WANTS to see those bodies? 

Parchment shade;therapy in the long term unit.Coil lead; 
therapy in the long term unit.Chianti base;sol o mio,mon 
amore,how we danced on the night,nuit,nix,therapy in the 
long term unit. 

THErapists. 

I take Eves apple. 

The oredit is DUE. 

Hanging in the buzz of it. 
VALIUM. 

Slight. 

VALOUR 
"Can you make it then?" 

He reaches for the crumpled sheets of yesterdays paper. 
'Lithesome Lisa drops a couple of boobs.What a pair!' 

Bikini doubles. 

Livid corpses in the sponge upholstery. 

The covers fall away from his body exposing his penis,ERECT, 
stiff,HARD. 

The sound of one hand. 

"Christ." 

"Christ what?" 

"What the fuck's that." 

"What?" 

"That." 

"My dick,see?Dlck.Prick.Cod.Hampton.Erect.Stiff.Hard.Pulsing 
in the half-light.My tool,fucking great knob.Pumping.Thumping 
great donger.DRUMMIi^Q-." 

She bends down to pull the loop of her stretch-nylon slacks 
over her heels.she sees the suitcase under her bed,the broken 
clothes-horse,the diamond pattern sock,the hardened sole 
pailer than the elasticated uppers. 

"I don't like it.I Just don't like it." 

She feels the warm sperm running into the crotch of her 
pants• 

"it's so fucking messy." 

"What?What?" 

The line of saliva drops from his mouth onto the pillow. 

"I don't like you fucking me.Do you understand that?" 

He is asleep. 

She picks up an empty silver frame from the mantleshelf."is 
that allVIs that bloody ALL?" 

They are booked already this year.Costa Brava.They had always 
booked the Costa del Sol in the past,but,because the broohure 
had been late this year,they had had to settle for second 
choice.A disappointment,but one that they hoped would not 
affect their vacation. 

A predicament,but there. 

They HAD booked the Sol and got the BRAVA.Ah well.They had 
ALWAYS booked the Sol in the past,and would in the future, 
one year wouldn't matter so muoh.Cheaper.Consolation. 

"if they hadn't been late." 

Auschwitz.Hiroshima.Mal Lai. 

••it i a q, shame • ** 

"I don't think it will be much different." 

"Oh yes,oh yes,so much less spoilt." 

"What?The Sol?Rubbish,it's all the bloody same,miles and 
miles of souvenir shops,fish'n'chips,parle anglese,fucking 
krauts,there's not a bloody Spaniard within a hundred miles 
of the coast." 

"Oh don't be so silly.What about Angelo? 

"Who the hell is Angelo?" 

" You re me mb e r Ange lo • " 

"If I did remember her I'd say so." 

"Him." 

"Him?" 

"She was a he." 

"Alright,alright.But I still don't remember him." 

"Oh of course you do,you know,the one with the ourly blaok 
hair." 

"ALL Spaniards have curly blaok hair. 

"Not like Angelos." 

"Not like Angelos.Not like Angelos.Who the hell-WAS Angelo?" 
"The waiter.You know,the waiter,at the hotel." 

"That little ponce." 

"He was sweet." 

"He was a creep." 

"He was charming." 

"Charming my arse." 

"What do you mean?" 

"You know bloody well what I mean." 

"if I knew what you meant I'd say so." 

All these warnings are written in the sand. 

"You do know.You bloody well do know.You fancied him.You 
fucking fancied him." 

"Don't be so stupid.I liked him,he was sweet,that's all." 

"He was a smarmy little creep,sniffing around anything with 
tits." 

In the empty expanse of tarmsc,the little girl plays hop¬ 
scotch over crudely drawn chalk lines.The matrix is different 
but the game is the same.A childs garden. 

"That's not true.Not true." 

"Oh no?No?Well what about that afternoon on the veranda?" 


Shadows,oast massively long. 

"What about it?" 

"I suppose you were Just sunbathing?" 

"When?What are you talking about?When?" 

"When you thought I'd caught the coach to Barcelona,that's 
when." 

"He'd brought me up a drink,that's all,a drink,that's all, 
all.They do that you know?Walters.They do that." 

"That isn't ALL they do is it?Is it?That isn't ALL they do." 
"But we did nothing." 

"Don't come it,for fucks sake,don't come it.I SAW you.Ten 
times.Ten fucking times.I SAW YOU." 

They assemble at the corners,some of them carry home-made 
weaponry.Highly sharpened kitchen knives.Poles weighted at 
one end with lead inserts.Knuckle dusters fashioned in 
leather and wire.Catapults out from elm and ash.One of them 
carries a pistol,no one but its owner knows if it le toy, 
replica or real.They are too apprehensive to ask,too awed to 
enquire,too filled with fear and admiration. 

We did nothing,nothing at all." 

"Ten fucking times." 

"Nothing.We did nothing." 

"WE?" 

'WE',the eternal 'WE'.The dagger is before YOU. 

"Yes,we,we did nothing." 

"WE,WE,for fucks sake,you sound like you're fucking married 
to him.WE,for fucks sake." 

He keeps the pistol tucked in the belt of his trousers.In his 
pockets there are bullets,sweet-wrappers,ends of string, 
elastic bands,crushed eggshells,stones,hairclips,wire and 
small change. 



"THERE IS NO BLOODY 'WE'." 

She slips from her nylon slacks and,pulling her pants down to 
her knees,shows him the stained crotch. 

"That's your cum on there,do you see?" 

They stand on the hillock,the little girl hops.One.Two.Three. 
She is unaware of their presence.The loud shot rings out in 
the still air.The impact of the bullet throws the little girl 
several feet across the parking-lot.They grimace and giggle, 
parodying adult fear.They do not care,there is no meter by 
which they could. 

"So that they can come back." 

"THEY ?THEY ? The re is no 'THEY'." 

"So that I can come baok." 

ReBurrection?Reaesurance?R ationalisat 
ion. 

SOMETHING DEEPER THAN THE WOMB. 

Crucifictlon. 

HOAX. 

Enola cuts a merry cross. 

"is that the second time?" 4 , . 

The steel blade flashes in the cold light.The single bulb 
sways in the slight breeze,brushed in the arm-movement. 
"Christ in heaven,what is lt?What is it?" 

Sllenoe is a WORD. 

The blade catches her high cheek-bone,the slightly cut white 
of eye is hidden as she raises her head to the second thrust. 
The SECOND coming. 

"Do you SEE?" 

The blade oatches tufts of her forelock,torn away in the 
force. 

"I SHALL HAVE MY ANSWER .THERE IS NO 'WE'." 

Existential PARADOX. 

The cat,she lurks so faithfully to savour this human meat, 
glides silently between the frenzy of legs.She plays with 
the clotty lumps of forelock as if they were vermin,executed 
for her pleasure. 

"My answer.My answer." 

The blade slashes,slithers and siides.Carnage in the marrow. 
"Please,please,please,please."Rung in her mind. 


"Please,please,please,please."Rung in his mind. 

EVEN THEN. 

Bone and fat and muscle and meat.The body hacked and torn. 

NOW IMMOBILE. 

He kneels for a moment in the slaughter bringing his tongue 
to his upper lip,fingers slipping in the mess of flesh.He 
searches out his OWN desire. 

"Dear pussy.Dear sweet pussy.Shall we go home?" 

The car is an immaculately maintained white Volvo,the bumps 
in the badly repaired road hardly register. 

"Best money can buy." 

He places a filter-cigarette in his mouth,at the same time 
tapping the automatic lighter into the 'on' position. 

"Ah well." 

The car lurches to the right,caught in an abnormally large 
rut. 

"For Christs sake.What the fuck?Dayaream.Fucking daydream. 

For ChristB sake,a luxury,a fucking stupid luxury." 

He brushes a loose tuft of hair from his eyes,squinting now. 
THROUGH the tinted glass.The road before him. 

Ribbons of our heritage. 

"No.No.A check.A fucking road check." 

Road check.Identity.Name.Age.Address.Occupation.Licence.Ins¬ 
urance .Test certificate.When?What?Why?Agaln and Again. 

They too have an aesthetlc.Do not Imagine that as YOURS 
developes,SO WILL THEIRS. 

He wipes the condensation from the side-window. 

"Down sir,rolllt down." 

"Down sir,roll it down." 

"Again?" 

"Yep." 

"How long will it take?" 

"As long as it takes." 

"Do we have to?" 

'WE'.'THEY'.A document of HCW IT IS. 

"Yep.OUT.NOW.GET OUT." 

The leather-glove crashes across his Jaw.His head smashes 
across the window screen of HIS car. 

Rythms of our heritage. 

The second blow is to the chest,it brings him reeling for¬ 
ward, choking, spluttering,he doubles up,but is thrown force¬ 
fully back again,over the bonnet,as a knee is smashed into 
his face. 

"How many times?" 

"As many as it takes." 

"NO." 

"YES.As long as it takes.Ponce•" 

On Friday night a white Volvo was in collision with a 
stationary vehicle,although neither cars appeared damaged, 
the driver of the Volvo,no other persons were involved, 
sustained serious injuries in the head and chest.The police, 
who arrived at the scene shortly after the accident,say that 
he died only minutes before hie arrival at hospital in a 
squad-car.It is doubted that medical help would have proved 
to be of any assistance. 

YOUR WALLET IS A YELLOW STAR.You desire the whip and fist and 
flame and torture of it,because you SENSE NOTHING,because you 
FEEL NOTHING.because you DESIRE THE CRUCIFIXION as the ALT¬ 
ERNATIVE ORGASM. 

There is no BREECH because they are of YOUR EMPLOY. 

London.Jan4»1980.For a while now I have missed the illumin¬ 
ation of the daythe night has passed as a cloud of which I 
have taken NO HEED.Of course,I would seek a CLEANER vision, 
but what chance is there when I CAN NOT STAND back. 

WHAT IS THE EXISTENTIAL 'YES'. 

EVEREST.FINAL ATTACK AND CONQUEST. 

2p~lus2plus'2plus2equals2.The Peak7~ 

If I am to be subject,am I also to be obJect?What is there to 
ACCEPT?Isolated FACT that has no Identity but itself?Can I 
pretend any more control than the choking,spluttering work¬ 
ings of MY MIND?I climb these mountains but have NO IDEA of 
their PEAK,each moment is a victory of MY OWN WILL,each 
moment a TOTAL ACHIEVEMENT.Yet still I am forced into these 
linear dimensions.We are described in LINZ.We claim to move 
forward,yet always we travel TO THE RIGHT.SO DEEP IN THE 
CONTINUUM. 

We have been sold a lie.The best money can buy. 

The very structure of our GIVEn reality is HOAX. 

The reality in which we exist is based on the 'concept' of 
perspective,a renaissance idea that dlagrammatically creates 
a reality in which there exists the 'notion' of 'forward'. 

'I' and the 'OBJECT’.APART. 

It was the isolation of the 'I' and the 'object' that gave 
the spoken word 'form' as the printed word.The dimension of 
the printed word,as object,is linear,left to right and can 
only accomodate the 'concept' of forward,as subject. 

The two major dimensions of our reality are in OPPOSITION, 
directional and spatial. 

At the historical point that 'I' became FREE from 'ALL', 
released at last from the BONDAGE of MYSTICAL THOUGHT a new 
era of CONFUSION was CONCIEVED. 

RATIONAL SCHIZOPHRENIA. 

.. b=2. 

DIMENSIONAL DUALITY.The CONFLICT of LINEAR and SPATIAL 
DIMENSIONS. 

In 'externalising' perspective it IS DESTROYED.To describe 
its NATURE we DEFY its LAWS. 

We drift from one mode to the other in TOTAL CONFUSION. 

How can WE exist as SUBJECT and OBJECT. 

We are GIVEN perspective without and the linear word within. 
SPLIT in two between a left/right dimension,word that defines 
life,and a spatial/forward dimension,life that DEFIES word. 
The DICHOTOMY is presented AS A UNIT in the seeds of OUR 
PERSONALITY. 

The sound of two hands clapping. 

The IRREVOCABLE sound OF silence. 

The existential 'YES' is the existential 'NO'. 

London.DecI4«1977*1 move my head from the blankness of self 
to the blankness of the window. 

London.Jan5.1980.Now 1 am all,or none,of that blankness.My 
EYES are the OPAQUE panes that can not be broken.There are 
NO SHUTTERS to SELF,caught INSIDE.No curtains to lift,no 
windows to break,no breeze in which to bathe,alone WITHIN. 

A stream flows between TWO banks,WE TOO. 

I ask you in.There is no you.I travel to you and there is no 
I .We are mere technicians that play with LINES IN SPACE. 

WE ARE A TOPOGRAPHY OF THAT WHICH IS. 

There is NO form. 

The stagnant air is the TRUTH of it. 

Like the arrow IN THE AIR,I am not yet FLUNG. 

DESCENT. 

She cleans away the line of scarlet lip-stick from her upper- 
lip with her forfinger.She puckers her mouth.Smiles.Bares her 
teeth. 

"Ah me.Ah.Ah.Ah.In me.In me." 

She wipes the finger at the base of her spine.Red lines like 
the welt of MEMORIES,left on the SNOWLINE. 

She shuffles on the silk upholstery of the stool.Tug of hair 
(between silk and flesh. 
i"Me.£)h yes.Me." 

\She .looks closely in the mirror at the thin line of pencil 

cont.page 12. 
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EVEREST.AN ACCOUNT CF THE FIRST SOLO ASCENT.THE DEATH OF 


above her upper-lid.She plucks a loose hair from her eyebrow 
A tear wells across her lower lid.The meniscus bulges,bursts 
and sends a fine slither of moisture across her cheek. 

11 Me . Me « 11 

.'he withdraws from the mirror,allowing the teardrop to fall 
into the tufts of her pubic-hair. 

Fleur des yeux. 

The forlorn lamps dripping in the evening fog. 

"Let in the light.Let in the light." 

'.ere are no shutters,no tides.His sperm is DRY on the glass 
the window. 

. . turns for a moment,seeking connection.There is none.She 
t ~ors back at the mirror-. 

M Ah you.You." 

Yremmors of light sparkle in the frame of the mirror,tiny 
rainbows that cascade across the celling. 

There is no one above. 

"You see?You see?" 

She stares into the refleetion.The space of HER room.Above 
her bed she has carved WORDS into the plaster. 


IMAGINATION 


A°hST. 

A OH£> AST 


"Lest I forget." 

She IS her own silence,departed,this moment.BEYOND. 

"Be there,be there,be there,be there." 

"Where?Where in this heaven would I BE?" 

She withdraws again from the mirror knocking a hairpin from 
the glass top of the dressing table into the tufts of her 
pubic-hair. 

Sol et lumiere. 

She gently reaches for the hairpin,it slides from her fingers 
in the moistness of the teardrop .She feels the cold steel in 
the warmth of her labia,hairs fold into the creased flesh, 
hard against the softness.She opens the lips and lifts out 
the hairpin. 

Little scraps of yellow tissue cling,like lichen to a stone, 
to the walls of her cunt. 

TRIM. 

"NO.At last.NO." 

She takes the hairpin and carefully picks at the scraps.Each 
piece that she removes is placed in a small china dish. 

" I." 

Occasionally she looks at herself in the mirror and smiles. 

M T . T . M 


The incision,made precisely and with great patience,leaves a 
thin line slightly below the hard outer ring of the nipple. 
Small droplets of blood form along the line and,on inhalat¬ 
ion, are pumped out in minute volumes that trickle across the 
stomach into the mat of pubic-hair. 


Three sides of a I^inch square are cut,containing the now 
erect nipple.The upper line of the square,which would be 
the fourth and final,is left untouched. 

A black nylon thread,similar to button thread,is bound and 
tightenned around the base of the nipple and then twisted 
tightly to its tip.This process is repeated,by twisting the 
thread up and down the nipple,until NO FLESH remains exposedj 
except the tip itself. 

It is by this prooess of binding and tightenning that the 
nipple may be contorted to a tight protrusion measuring from 
I inch to inches long. 

The loose end of the thread should,with the aid of a fine 
sterilised needle,be drawn through the tip of the nipple and, 
then brought down in a line,across the stomach,to be attached 
to the genitalia in a similar fashion. _A 


Notes relating to the ascent & conquest 


precious stone,facets,multicolours, 
layers;WALLED.Even the wonders of their 
TECHNOLOGY were walled.in that there wa< 
the whisper of escape;what if ALL else 
were released.Dreams in the garden,lost 
in my own WALLS. 


London. JanlO .I9W 


moments when I was 


clear of these dark depths,lost in the 
clouds,the meadows,the oceans;if I did 
not recognise the thunder of war,the 


|l also had described to me the NATURE 

of OUR ways,personalities each held 
still,a gesture which was a point of 


babel of confusion,the echo of deceit,! 


most CERTAINLY heard It 


[experience,a motion that was a means of I 

exposure.These personalities TOO were 
[caught in the strange statio of those 
kalis.Could THEY see beyond THEIR walls 
to so define MINE?HeId in?Held out?I too 
could CREATE definition,there were flaws 
in the network in which 1 was intended 


In childhood I swung,in silent horror, 

against the wall-less space of my un¬ 
formed brain;back;back,into the infinity 
that could not be defined but was the 
UNIVERSE of MAGIC from whence I HAD come 
Trickling,engulflng,blotting out my 


tjragged^ 


newly learned PERCEPT ION,my memory of 

FRE-EIRTH was a constant retreat from 
the awful REALITY that I was being 
FORCED to accept.The nature of infinity 
is that it contains ALL,in that WOMB 
I un-became. 


[I roamed in this singular castle,within 

my walls,experiencing NOTHING that had 


Inot been exposed to their censure.1 was 
lUNABLE in my innocence to see anything 
BEYOND. 

Yet prebirth had left its MARK and in 
that VOID I sought REBIRTH. 

|l float now,lost amongst the peaks,free, 
ABOVE those landscapes.I see the lewd 
[patterns that have been imposed on this 
EARTH.I see the frantic business of 
architecture,lace-works of despair. 
Behind some of the walls small groups 
of soldiers squat,some roll cigarettes, 
some shine their weapons;they cautiously 
climb to the top of the wall to peer out 
across the avenues,sqares,infinities,of 
WALL.Where small puffs of smoke rise in 
the distance,they know that other 
soldiers sit in defence of something 
|THAT THEY HAVE NEVER SEEN. _ J 


That light,through constant pressure, 


faded.The vision was all but lost,the 


secret gardens of my mind were ploughed 
over and planted with more huMAN 
qualitie s;vanity,gre ed,possession, 
falsity,etc.etc.etc.Occasionally that 
light returned to slide,contorting, 
through my sullied head,to pase again 


into the blur.I would lift my head,wiah- 


ing to hold on to that memory,but it was 
in the conditioned 


jone^^om^un^mor^ 


of altering FACT.The paradox 


worli__ 

became an accepted routine,a deep,but 


unfelt compromise 


Out of the greyness that had now become. 


In one square I see myself,a retiring 
form,quite unable to describe the real' 


my days,I sought a greater immortality 

than the tricks I had been taught.Oh yes, 
I sat in floral-chairs as I was GIVEN 
realities,my untutored ears were recept¬ 
ive enough.lt was as if those words had 
wings,as if they somehow flew from mouthi 
to settle on the objects,that in defln- 


iulte unable to describe 


ities that I see from above.Down there 

I occupy my days with tasks that utilise 
my hands.Moulding clay.Weaving bamboo oi 
goat hair.Making small piles of stone. 
Lacing daisy-chains.Craftlng crude 
Jewelry from the skeletons of mouse and 
sparrow.AIONE I have not the WILL to 
climb these walls.At one time I scuffed 


ltlon,became blessed with existence.So 


much that I SAW was left undescribed and 
became lost in the myriad NAMES that I 
was given for this and that.I was given 
trees that rose from the veils of NQ- 


lat the soil to build a ramp to the top, 

but time eroded my desire.I cultivated 
a muteness believing that I had nothing 
WORTH saying. 

UP HERE,IN THE PEAKS,I AM OPEN-MOUTHED 
BECAUSE THERE IS NOTHING WORTH NOT 
[SAYING* __. 


where,flowers and animals,all looming 
from the mist,but,above ALL,I was given 
WALLS.Walls that ran like swollen veins 
across EVERY landscape that was so _ 


patiently described for MY pleasure. 
Walls that severed quality from quality, 
this from that,that from this,fields of 
bowing wheat,WALLED.FieId of swaying 
lily,WALLED.Field of rank toadstool. 
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I jVvtUkl (fWxA-A ajca«-S Koirvfi.. tfs uS/MASixirfl^/Hi^Avp U^svJUC, 0^u^> / hd[d i^d \dLLdp , pu>4ecHjV5ivol 

piA>-k.cto>(, <sppte5s-*Y3 IaMat-c jW- tneAiirvvSuAvoi cu^ £X-5jzccunf\>j u^ik, 

C^MSuws. 

1V«_ u>a>) jw a oLjUm , (x oUUd$ , 3 PuaI'QsU cAXc^^f^oA (j^^~r> XAM 4 . j^lcSL. cka~JK\A On <rw/fl«fi_ 

sfe^. /^ ^iQpUci p&udz^p h> U_ LrwcfUjt. (A u/3A u^A^-^vvyu ,fUs- cjujU^> , 0- ^x*vrw ouadI^ 








Sq/LA&K. u/%w>6cw u/vfWpl3c*~ <^(aSSy'fW. lj3ZX, abruA" -/w£^i><- ^4cJt ato«ve -fw_ Utoi-'iUjOA^.S i^oTU^j fo See. 

.fiA jseuqrt* it&iuft- 2- W3^( cu*x>l StfWe. • So OcCA^Se fUe. LruAoLcL^)S 

LAocteept fw 5^, Asa. u/uajoLgio °\ <Xjj *- la^-CJA^jl -Lj^XT- I ^cXt~'ft^X dX u/as ^ -K> (*e cLk^ac^JIAt -to vvoJp-*- 

<TUa5 Q lu>ff^f i^svw ^jv a d^LI <A A> <suaJ oJ&a*- A> ua- 'fW- wt^ortvcAY 5 • II" ma> ^ u/ax/\A.YW (Tr^p^siAA-cLtu&% . 

1‘twc^M ir<- doxv<A w*vk- jCcS^ HsAqp ^ qpfW^SSUW • / JU«. uj'a^'tV*. u^Wh, lA waA<>o-k^yu. cf*^tt- 

{e&£ a -Cjfc&ple^N UU^/ u/wxMjl -h) \ u>' 3 iaXcoI- t^- \ a.c XidLol urSVvlM 

^■•aaOI CY &«*£wI\a O^ju/'. l^utvXVjp^ '(V'ft. OeM Uh£>C_ (/xi^A”* KVJyV^* va^/ S-O '|W^*uA^I-tvCv YW_ UUMa)A^' , v ' 

W*. wvv>©(^w / 3 Ar'CaflS't' cdwJUA It S®M^*£L*vx*^'U*'-f CtfbKeolaY GXa^ cIvo^^l. 3 v 4 jj^cCt^f u^- 

cU| 4 e^ew+ £yvc*S. 'foncMosMAi, P«taws <4 ptas&*o rwA^e- *> I ^w_ s^ w^ujM 

ia^ Obit. l|L», f iv£W_c4 Ux^ a. (/££>^ Cru |, mzjk^'TU*- cjuA^f / JLdfco. <x sxcfiwd {ttxy, 'tU*- •'FTvvv i^j as 

c^X^dr. I '^Ao^dh^. ItiAffr&i L*~ Ua^TJvU 

v '-fr n r p.,f-'l cAIaIcA 4t> SUVIAVT^ CA^|\XL / jVi>,U6^- ax dt 3S ,-tWu<ffV it f>UolroJjU| KaTC^JM.. / aY'tWvuaUs / 

(ASaAL, /fYUcfc, AJfost^avk*' pUvlC - 1 Uvt to^ 5CNVA eXJUKp KaB^CMOA (fHvIwi) { 1 aJUW_. 

S'Vv>p *^7 sU^wH^ ^{ajAjuA . I pAsM-Aoi cX •fv^vol, ovxA q/A+cJfcXti f 0 ^u^> criJL^Il&ck&cA 

(xC^uM^i oJX\^> hs^L<fep. U^cU^b^Jl^ (v€>C.'flV® l/i<^ UAwOtfWS ( (/bA>- 9vv-tv\tfVW\AOiA$ 

(AuaoU*^| blAyut Si^^ay' C^l<OM-Ci3< ^Ou^oUm.,%^ SdvAt^U. COIK SXc. cj^iaSIkcx^'U^ ^o( ck*AoLrt*S 

Irw^s. >41. ^o>ia 5 o(a^vca./ a*^A u/U> 6 t iv€wU U satHc# ovcfet^j^ wutW AVoixAr Ua^i^vAjC 

SO^XtAA. -fc>o(A+jr , / UASVv£j 0 ( izUCe-Qu^ t^XU. ©S£ SACuv'l^CtS . Cl^dVbjL'^^a^Ux^) U/^ HAA^-tt<CW>4_ 

tv%<w . lol C&ArC. 3. 'HoLx^ ^CXA\\\JIa^ | a. ^4ASbA>vO( U<AlO UJ*iS ^AxYU^XAi. . 0 «AaO>^ "diXArC- I A^ r <TWVv / 

clU ^K" X^jtK. I ?(X pie-CL. (^ 6 'SWv- . UUaXoU^&oLfaiA StusAj t’S ut" |'i^A 4 ^ -^(tv ^Axc.'fUo. 

iv\lrk u^vo(S, iruJ |Ul lvW . Vl^MCb- koaa^jl oUs crtpft<u,, t^psvt~, pnnr{ fav fodtiA**. hcfej/2 **cjl 
across «w 5{>»^a.GiS • UJW^Y X>&Art. I -fW^fww, -atA ^ cX", -UcLM*-1 "? / fVt>ru^v^ /oi ^ p(<xta. hi 'UxoLsl, 
In^t iM h^AATW^ u>p ivv/V xXt <fW • UtS c\ o(a^ <h>o(^ ^o( ^u^^ujc. Vaaa^s 

^SA^e. OdU^,ufiJMS 52^h^ •/W. ^acc 3 pA&i /W olwsi^ A^e w { ?jzj^X\^Uas 

H*4XX**aM olisc^uS't^w. Uv^jUcca^ sp^ 0 ^/ / scv-aAA~ uj^ ^ i^ru- 

ii/lvtv*. i iVa. c6nsv / jUiux u»2a KofUl^ fo sxa. /|Va s^uM xv*jp\\^, ^u^U.^'tW se/x. cyt*^ f 

puxcA* ^ (rKixItw^^e^.slirvvjiLS, (n>-t uope^iw aJU 

Spam 3 kp( ( \*j&Jtej){ &cu>vs K^ wctocH, fU- paw^AM^; ct«wv\ s^ps, . 

u>C4-€_ 56W Si^eJI*>, 5<1^V4?S, »veA3A Cf>iA^ nl^S ,c<^Ov^cA^(a^HS, pISS'Hc (xxf ,<a^> 1 "€xa^Uc^W - 

| pi <j|U0( (Ap <x sUt^ptA'vfc >fUv4-c<M JisAjytS, 'MaA vuJtMjuk if Mwe*** 

^Hif szaao(. fjivpLct OuXH*hM*ruyu. 

S 43 ., *N>fW ^• / 'k£t if" Z') w^oleA-^uJ. f XUaS Se“J fWs 

5>^f |4 cX( w^oUr^ih 

h~Ods. IVvj? )oi&2*> cAju»j m "Lo-aoi f awA | pucjU. JovnxX.A^-W’^/Sjl. 'iUa. 

^o pttsk n**f JUf&fXVA. s«a. w«wt ^ pa^f - 

K*4wa_ -eefviw‘/ a(A 5 © sc^ava’fc. ^nr»v^ ►vjl. • ^ wa^o/ ib /ve. d] /w / 

'TVA.cfe. oe&UAx-j, oUvXty t^tllsu) -^bcswtw <ru. rkcCS 

O^-f pwJu^- pAAdk-o^ €Wt" uaK- -fwc_ S fov^S^i^xXI (x^p. 

I AU+iu) -fW- SW^A IW Se^v. ^ <x 060 a. tfv*. ckIaoA ctfVwo. 

oUwk fW s^pSjfivvfb-fW. OtacL-ffat* u^Xn^-h t&fc a^"-eac4. ofK«A^. 


riSi 


. 








CONCEPTIQN/DK 


“2 * 


ujwC’VC c6\a) 




o\JLcul^\ ca, 

TLl saX is sHttey. if ^Icts fogcj\A* 2*>oi <rwto {W spcu>*e UW^ I pu$UUt U^Ra^'tVAck, <y<e^ S€ao^u^^ . 

(r^a'tWi^'tW olaat, cvoucUi^ <u Xexls a^<A n*©i/v*-y> a CCtKt fw i^l".Tue {vw urbtS, Sepav-^JC^Y pxxfi(L29\ 

(W)l Iaa 0 < iaa. wciv6 ^kicv^ jw. 1-ceX • TUjx^aXX^ SC*€<U*a£ *a«_ -|b oJ) ( S pl*A~iK UA'h-'f'W \AodAx . ~Tlvmj 

uAvspofce*^ i*uttt>K3e/f\-e &*' IS s^Vo* wvCUtWu/ (/Eu**ci^y jecUoCS, sU^taK* Cftfu s<a^ t|€VA p<xi*v 

6cC<XiASt Uw i|$vcv* . jbtvof. L^a ty€V\ ^CmA m^/ p8*A~ - S<x^ 'fVouVvl^ »-J^Va. . UA^oS (K (axCM*^ LiACJ&Cj UacIB* 

'JWcvi^lC l^tw , 5 • 7b\<$u^fC i^fw. 

/ lw^ <^UA^ fo pCU^jf Oy p L^lAAjyUAj, <Jv3AS (Ao^CS a^Vvjt"O lM ^^0^, CX^aO( 

iwtV cv. (A<xc/k Ixx4^^ms\aa^M I lAo^oltS, dvav^e, piAA'pU, kM. I/Uxjcl . It U>^kcj3< oi^e^A^Ji, om^X nofk^Y 

i^Ke (tv*x0 ( la^ fCe pict^**- locA^w iW Jxlfcc s<^vv»e cfivCt^AA^p«vat^f otosij^w. I-j-dt S i cj£ *K> 

tebt Ct u/£$ So^vCwi . W" lecAA~*L UA^f><vtau4r h> w<*_ fWX" I cAJM produce Sux^o wXe u>u-a^ f foi~cJLi^ 

c^Wc&Uobs^ 'K.'fWtWu^U45 U\**cuL^pi4S^{4&>t \xkq_\k> /-daM e/jc'dTWt-t<^po*siWitty 

toa^ WKeM tx> uru^uh^ oi&spoCxv. TLe c^rvw, ia> 3* oUJJL, I \^V> Lslou^, kv^ ins ux uifcst^cpP^ Ic^austkopUo bic . 

picture o<ajAjuA oa*M |w p^fw^ct cXruiM fo *w*Xt . CU&U&4 surface., £\ck ScUxrtrlpaxA^tu^s 

lA^fUL (rrtlW c/^/U2 CcAp>6mr^. T)t^ Oaa^ U|^_US5. (-f MAOS (~ tUcL o^| Vb pcuA^t" / u^lol 

hjustv tvuSttu<^ >w>ck>U l ^Xs TLe o 6 k>P <*| UJ^ Vb>> p(g^ Lj\H^ I'^SO^'tW p\d(Zk2. 

f*X vt VWX^^ ; ^aX U^ttsja. dk^vv^ IAa^Uc tissue 

(bvok^. Cvi^p^^At" +b po^JU^. ! v\T<vja-r^ 0X0 l <^o 

I^Auia^IW cX\<sw^S i/\tWs pV^t t 

(/y JmW ( wveX^t {fr^y^a^-e <^<r^/ <±Jl^ a^stpw>tt<sw . 6U2 X cs^vva^ i^ti/auvCAS 

/ j\-oL Sup^tfvl" ^toG^S <^<x S^Hua^. uf^HCtsJ^uc>\XS (Tuv«e^<5, • S4 c4aV vnStiW.. tWw VUj/\^Xx^p ^ cXu."\lAavJ^^ 

Svu^v^/‘ petM^.. 1 S^ / \VW’^cCmSS 3^^cXaS^Wu3lKW LtbfeoX V\Afl. -S vvuIa •SwvuJk., i jpit&s* 

. S/Alt-tE hzcfo^ SMl*-£- A. /5p -Kc4M”6 va^ 5 at^-^ufuv^ruv^wu^ ^ixru^- 

Gi/€A^pdTl S'fKLaX~<svv. C^AAtVaX L-c*a^_i trvAcj^XU^ s tisU’Ltf^ u) dX4$ 

Ham.A*VCSL <AaV jipCusO^iw / ua!^ G^^4aA-JX S-KaavV^ pn\v^GM ovi^'fUXWw Ir^ok- 

uUs^Xt^ ^ tfuv poSSt tuJotviS , l v^-aXA s^ua^A ^U->o.tA>cujuS 'Laxre. ,-VtKj^ / 5 uj£*Xv^ JvJu^V-j# i^^l>kiA^tV^ja\vupK| 

P^2tjVYVv\5 , ^ploCXv^ r\A^ S>^|a. ca. Kmua^ • lJUo (xrC cXviJUT&oC S a>oo^i^ S 

^w u^st^cts . /Hojed^ aa^ Kvsai oUea^ 

qj^xCJt^ ^i\cAL • 'TI~Aa-| |\A^LAAA-^G>t~ ^Um/ ^ WV«L- , oUSC^UCASjaAl *' v ^t ^awStAj-C^.T^i C^<Y.'1 Ua'$ fUAAft. 

/ cW. +t> UluaS«JHc4. I OU^ u^t^ejU lax+e/iA&f c^uaK-o^<vW^ 

^° °^ 5 *1 *^t (AackodUJlo'x. o**r spvt^ pa^, -fW prac^cpXfus (Tk^dtuws. IstlVie c^ cAtu^*^ 

******' fUoi“>fsvotS us af SiUXuS (^{cxu^tw 

3^ GCUJjfW^fo i/u><se s*P»icca| . lAs^was 6 jud( UvtUL sLduuci^ s pacts . CK <^Uf> 6\ oUScd 

cyivlo,4&A.5 1 * 4 X 5 feA4jo44cp( aA <fW ^IaX - cJLgiaoLqc^ Cm $c&aX, <nX Ajtv iTG-S iaa^uX”. ukk. 

3XX 'tooai?^- 1 W cUaX^X^vaS sjwLuc{l*^ G I^a^cAs -TUg- gUaJ u^dAS I^aaa^s.IU^ 

l>o L /WSuAvcXs. p<XV wvcua^^ cX^5C>^tL^ /U SjQL,wp(r^ 

aCK>S^ tfVW SiaV^AGlS . CJ<5kM^ Av. pavt^MJLu*, G^tfW pi -^TV c^VVAA/ pcVtXrw • 

TotVl^h C»Aao X^VCcJS I'Vu-f ? (aAaX^ S££*aaS K> U33aaA"vvs^ CAf>tbv€? UiVvAiS Ci^V'^aM ^ uvaa^ jj^QoiC^ • I XIa-awK 

I tWiwkl XVvjCa^-5 ko tfWXL. tfS aXX CASmas cxXtu>^) / jnte^p v^SuJUC, 6 ^Ua^> Xisl^ 1 a»o( , p Ui^ecAovS 'Xt*o( 

piA>|ecto>(, ^p^osavS av^X <^ppi^sS^X. (a kir< ^Vv^> fW- ►^A.SfiVSufW<y| awi Aaaa^C a- Siaccun-K^ vac!^ 

CMmSusvvS. 

1V*_ ^rv <a clJjjA f ex oUJi (As (sej?U&6y a- , 3 cA&iM. pU a 1 c<sL^ cXIct^a/ ft^ast (j &to -CUc^_ ^ijeS c»mJ\aX ijt> 

S^AAx., ^ d ^jGpCcxX pSA^uvfcvvp 1^5 dc. (/VVCjpVvt*’. 6t U/2US 1/^vc^-dA.^W /tC^- CJuJLx*~f> t 0<- IAuIXaVCT-O H>bVv^ / i^AOCa. 



Sq/A&<. ur^oL£^>i ua fWpl3c^ <jX 3 SS/Ca^' fW. u)3AA, a^rut" 4wctu>*- ^*&£ ^fc> 6 W_ . IUjC^S <n>ofU>dp lt> Saa. 

/fvu^u<^w It sOfAjpt a ui oaao( S*W4_ iwaXiA pA4-lvA^>5 • So Occaa^Sa fW_ LruAoLu^fS 

(AocMjuA tW cwwXdvo < 3 *^ (AvdjHljt A^/Ut^ I ^f_J^'{Lo^t \X u/aS<jOiAf fo ^ oG^cxxflt"+D {A^oJs^ 

tUs a tj>f>(2*j |/6TSVv^ ^T5V a cUtX <A A> AAx) oJ&a*^ A> UA- "fW- UU>r#Acup. It Gpi KA ^ u/avlAAtW CTV>^VtflA^o6Ci^SS. 

It U^vJLfiA lr<- L**(A uwk. jvcSt Hshrp qppA^SSUVv "fLa, t^Vv^cfU) Uia^tw u^vst/otcf v^o^Asl »+sl 
\ejJL IaMjl a -(jej{ptLV> CA>b<^/ iv^aMl -h) Ka/X^AV^AUv^s \ 1 ^<JX(\aaS |v^s LA^eX^ <x cA^JLol 

^\aaoI ct unTVS^y c^^dA^iaiv'- RsA-t^oop^ CJ. tW- (/Co( uoc (aa&X"’’ »niyVvt* »>«p/ S^o 'tWt*uiWctAArCv' tW. vAiu^A^Vwv 
W*. uaaoC^w/ 3ttoast i^T Gdv4iA W Ctfbtaxt&t' C£Aa^ cUc^^l. avsol O^GrfVvu^ 

cUJte^ewt A^vdR. ^cM oj'MA\ patents 4\ pl^S«v> rwA^i^ i| I ovjLA (W Iw < 5 ^ uns^M Cul 

inSObt. Cje^ ; I ivTMj^ L^AjA a (^£p*/ tn^ , KiL^fUjL cj^uaP^Xa^ ^ s^Kol *a/«s 

os^UuJir^piut^ ouUo(4t> su^iaWc^iw'Ig ax vf t^as,twvcj(U it p^boJjUj u*v^X- IX^I^atiWvuaUsy 
oiavfc, A^ok, ^xstfp'^4^ piAvK. -1UvX Vo^ 5 €Vjl (y^AA^ cJA^xp »watcM<xi tTK^Wb 4 

S+v^pu^, sU^tl^sVvAut^, oi^Hya^soi ^c>j>U^€k. I pAjJl&xA (X l&voA f oj*tA ct^£| ci/^cM^, (kavy< 5>^tackA^ 
Cc^U-Ha| ai^Up Ua^cUus K^atW l/i<^ uavv.oCTU/S ^ (/brfw Gofe^Y 9v>-AAA.<SVinAt>biS 

(Aia^o^^U] bricjfiX 5(aavvkv^ ^a>^CtK.. / iU4. sdvt* t^w gpuv sxt. o2Xu^tKoJ(“iAAY ^]o( oUaJL dtt^S 

(/^ICS. >>®- uru3 cAqj^cjl/ rcK fW c«Au>(t iv€vW i^ S^"Kt| c^vC^^uoSaX uO(V^^Vaa^ (^3>oJt^vAj( 

6V Soroka 4\)cLkA^. f I MpoJUX jz\j£± acc^ ^tVvoS^. Sjtcu^ttLc5. dAA^. iau^ -6i>CViajl_ 

U^AAAaSC- Cuv. C^lcA . lot t*AAf£ 3. Ao^tj ^(XAtAbG| 1 a. d<ASI)AA aO( LaAao UJ^i-S ^uit^ui . (sAa&X hxAft. I 

all ^ \J:J*jxArA ( ?(X pisLCA- ^ 6^w^ £3*4 v* . ti/Wxt cl+*&oL(fuJi Sua^^ Cs bt I'Loa^ ^tv kk^^X^? ^XiAjc_tl^ 

lX\hx Urtvoi s, iru^ tUt tVV»AiX . VlZjrkUr Kclaa*JL <XASci^pfI^ / uSJO-/^^^^ p»^t ^tV^Ti^cAK hejtA/2 aaCJL 

across stAv^ac^S • UAvat -Uoa^l (flvurwwy atA ^ ^ I ? / tUru^ut /<U a_ place. ^ -UxoUl, 

[f\A^ ifa J\auTUa^ Lcp tV\ t-v (xtX (fUe. ^tU^U’^VAAA.t • Us a <tbo(AA^ / 3a*0( -<GtHU^A^ 6 VoQ. SCGIAA^S 

d^ShXe,^<Xw., u/Vc^tS SZ*J*hf %A. CCS paS^ /W ct^/^^PU (f[ h^o. gaaaGIsvo 3w>( I S^e_tkA>i>^ 
Hv^cC*m.SI £vn*< oUscWuSt^w. tw 5 Os^cbujuX 5p (a^oLc*, / scvsttX^ iA^ u><x^ K> t^rtA. 

Ia/Sv^w I *)0a** 4*I o6nsv tVAiu<u^ lAofUlY ft>S*A./|Ws3w>( /^pu^UytUaSeA u;^ 

piSLco^i (Axal^wa^^jSl^sAASy (/ut uo p^uS^w (fVju^. at oJU. l^ciM” <XeS£*t^ jo 

spaou (gj&Ue^ across K^ tw paA^UAot; oUwv%^b^oiliU. 

4tK 5<sw SGuziXs ^ </u<x_ singwcSy ruetaA Cpiaa inJu^S , ca^jolv^Mc (aaXH , plastic Ccxf , KA>t". 

| pi ofea*( lAf <x pf^XHj sUeX/yptA^fe ^Uv+CiM _eoCy.S , awX KtU?b^( tf (ac+u^ccia 

sa^>(. TUvfect Uct**t~e+xruyu,. I^kottw 1 
5^ a # tbXW Sfen^ . / ^ ^ tv*Vv <M*jpj£ f tuvs Sc2 tuis 

I-kXX lAAxySe^^d^voP^cep ct is ( {a^ ^aM'Su)Z^ / ^A<xxt'(ArT^oLu^ Cf 
JXlols IVve ‘/ouas eXuw <A^ <OLaoi, | pu^U. ^ 3<sv^fV>uY-e(Se. 1W 
^UjqJU 5 -fiXl tL waaj^ pt^gt y\A y eY^/tW-Sea. urtwf ^ p3^f“ 

eX(ViU/*/ all 5c Separate juvw. >vjg - ^ uj jt> /te Ae Sea / 

fW^c& oeau^Y 1 oUv^Ly i^tlleu) ^olx^ <jw iaaa^ ykcCS .(^X^x^pft^ 

P^^YtUeiAe. b°^f pwXfiep^ OX ua Fw -fwa S fir^eS/wxt l Ca^y • 

I SUe£X u*/h> IW Se^x. ^ h^3uv9u5< oCca cx {jUk/A cxTVwi 

oUww tUe3^pS # <jvsib|W (rtad^awtf UAetn^+oat-eflLcd. ofl**» r - 
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THIS PACKAGE SHALL HOT AS ISSUED,NOR THE CONTENTS USED I? THE id APPER IS BROKEN. ANY UNUSED I Till SHOULD BE DISCARDED AS UNSTERILE. 

f-y y * 

t Liras clamped tightly together.Ruby-red fleshy lips that I am used to seeing gl eaming lipstick,now labori ously pumped through with 

thin purple blood*BLOOD'FROM 'THE ABDOMINAL REGIONS IS COLLECT ED UP BY THj. PORi’a^ /^.x N oO.-i/ra/mJ iQ TO E .thin,cold line, 

17 almost without a parting.Lips fused'together'indicating that they woul d ope n no more to speak,only to su ck in short sharp gulps 

of air.Strands of mucus saliva bar the way to coated teeth and stenching breath.Skin elastic but not taught,rejecting it’s normal 

imifTiriyi f El¥l«'7t «V1 B i i aWSfcW . " ' ~.— .™~" - : a • 

\ form,no longer moulding to muscle and bo ne-s tructure,out hanging back from thenose, cheek-bones and fron t of jaw,to fall in^ 

yellow folds beneath eye-soc ets and ears.THE LIVER REDUCES NUCLEO PROTEINS TO URIC ACID . IE SECRETED INTO THE U.ti..a.Th* 

r ..Tf-**, — -» I t 1 ~ ’P- TST. •mm . ~mw*mnm a*mi; . . . .u . rmn* n* *wm •m-rm- -m ,m- 

■ elements that normally contribute to make a recognisable face and head are now entirely seperate.Hair,thin and lank,greasy from 

- - -. ~ ~ w m rm xrmrm mam m m wjwl w * ~ ' Mwmm 

not being washed during the illness(and from the bodys general inability to balance its process of secretion)bears no relation to 


the forehead.Hair,eyes,ear-s and mouth, bloated and stagnant,now have no perso nality to present. iE^ L i'/ER PRO7IDES HEPARIN AND 
J1BRIN0GEN WHICH PREVENT THs 3LOOD /ROM OOAOULATING, IT .>LEO STORES L.-iRGE a MOUNTS OF BLOOD IN THE SPLEEN. A thin membrane of 
glutinous sweat is all that relates them to each other.THE LIVER RELEASES A CONSIDERABLE AMOUNT OF HEAT THROUGH THE MANY CHEMICAL 

PROCESSES THAT IT P^ilDRHo*The sweat does not flow as during a n orma l .illness, (a fev B g*^ up throu Sfe tae skln 

remains in 
unrelenting,- 

Ever the left hie , the non, ted ceaMd to purify its ooetente.rSWd, discharge ooze, iht —• .'""O T~7ErE„. 

fhSA tAA O ever, hourlund fills it out ,so that it ouic hly looses It. fuhcti.n.1 eppearehcT^he, on that of^near 

T- . . ' , . T 7 77 7 7 , ro T hp onlv oth er naked appendages outside the bed clothes.Polded over each other in a 

rnrrase bv which it is being fed. the hands are the only ooner na*eu _2 ra»- 

corpse oy wnica n O 6.. . . . . . h»nr,» a r-incr now furiously recut m the 


; , * , . i77e. ,,K-i f» «iTh^^rainThalf moons now disappearing now furiously recut in the 

mock gesture of serenity.Also tight clasped, knuckles waite withstraiEMiai^oo^na^^^^s^^ 

1 rails.os elsewhere the wrinkled '-tin on the finger Jo int, to. lost it. elastl.ity.ahd He, U dr, folds, 

imm> Tilts 


palm by digging finger na 

dislocated, to the sides_ of the bones* ___ 

ceeH-... no^»o in wimv hand writing lie to the side of the bed.Even these feeble means of communication apprehension are now not 

vDt-'Ci ^ w .7 '* — • ’ mmmrnmmmmmmmmmmm mmim nllll^ l llw lll s ll ^ nmmtm mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmrnm — ***** 

physically possible. Blood mucus and pain. Three motions a day , Normal? Nausea and breathlessn ess. Cough,throaty. 

I pry mouth. Pain in right arm. If pain get. unbearable, gt then? St. pet.r. Hospic. Ho.. Tl.itsf rite. 

'aa iim oniY taking three ana dins a day? - other drugs last too long. If I get a b ad pam, .*1 L C«S ju. 


re&med to emb, m piy* % 


Dressing and discharge - 


only taking three anadins a day's 


VtHE LIVER uEi'wKICATSS CERTAIN DRUGS AND BACTERIAL POISONS. ’’ The Pethedrine cap_ 

Chat do you think she would prefer' ” 


ed fr 


after s 
[ m !977 

A heavy velvet curtain hangs over 


,, . ’NkW- 

be administered by injection or in tablet form 
□e aonu.u4.sw-£- A - S0!ve m * mmm mmhms {' 

until iht prnpiv tlia , 

qutMknx: tin we lieliiwe in. 



r the front door*The mourners poke their heads from the side^ofitas^they^enter^/ comic actors 
’ » stage set.The frustration and anger tout th*y feel parki ng b rightly coloured sparklin g cars in t he constricted spaces that 

Li left,quickly change, to an air of guilt and .orrow.The, bear with them e.trav^t te r^f«o tic flavour, and bouquet, 
’arranged in green oasis 7 with their condolences 7 to c om p I e tetheMen^ specific facade.lt is arbitrary that it is 


in mourning that they come,at a christening or a wedding they would be as inconspicuous.Men in dark sombre suits of thick cloth 

— *™r a *Vii Ti if* il lTinQf»UUi fsraupr\/ T . ItHIH weiiiimii LI lidLJL ■ 

-i 1 o. 1 non Vi xr cx m Prvl \ c*)n A 1 


ifi 


( as befitting the out side temperature) sharply pressed.Clean shaven.Polished laced up shoes,only the odd skuff mark to indicate 

7 7their tormented travels of "the last half hour.^omen also in heavy clothingCaithough more colourful) .Calf length boots,sturdy 

fin India. Mr Puttlck. who UXtAM U3 UinillinnC’U CUX4UU ' 

a nshoes,brittle laquered hair. They come,crippled by their memories,only to substantiate them,to add another chapter to events that 

I *m 


III h« mm&. mmm 

I are slowly eating away at their minds / more rapidly,the body. 

I 


,JL JL 


..ll fucuu^of 'ires, speech and emotion., am acre now opposite tne starcheq toirt.I stand in m, consiaered aacarent rag, against 

.vcc,- conoid.red apparent nches.The, are but meaningless assertions oTJower and status.,, all have'riches deeper vet' n’ h, - 
rnncfanf* v x . u : <>* imucsM. 1 ueep6r l ye't both 

constantly tainted oy compliance to the surface.! — now,worming under the trivial ouips resnerV m ” ■" .> 

” ,.^ PS ’respectaole snide asides, decoratio 

— X - - A * » ‘ • • *., **lfAXUAiNliXV UK, • 


masks,and wonder how far they cover.I feel anger but it gets no further than 


on 


1 : — j. , e, . . wwvlvim* i.im fa 

in* The facade remains intact,the surface unbroken,from both sides* 

‘ W.u 


u no iurtner than a point just above my stomach T 4 . u 

nr *^ J y siomacn. I will not be sucked 

a both sides* , 


tungtm 

«i . lutai iit tku Sul m 


t / m WHi ... • 

ihe door bell rings / tolls,punctuating the morbid waiting.A pungent smell,sweet and sour.purvades the four' 

. . ... JCbi . ... cen . I .j. 

I* white walls.Tiled floor.Open plan.The fire is consumed by the frigidity surrounding it. 


Sitting aroonst the flowers.Six down,four,seven,two YOUR NUMBERS UP.They choose to ignore the connection. 

•a****.*.. iWl ■%. wx. i** .*#»♦» iiMAv H4i uwn. 


**-■■—*- ^ AuurU . AX' & vv 

rooms.Stunted bright 

Wr thrv etimwb W' 

oftm emmph. Ft recalls g> 
hi : re pari 10 the Home 10 
tarv two years ami its at 




Oblivious of the scrubbed surfaces,sink waste disposal unit,white enamel automatic washing machine and tumble dryer,white enamel 

an .... - . . , ......... ... . :. « ... .... ... . 

deep freeze and refrigerator,open weave cloth blinds shielding from the outside eye,rare steak,plastic peas and instant potatoes 

•4 V. • ♦. A.-.. A • -■*&+&.. -5 U.Xv.*.v^ iXA.X-V.xte. i-llv x\ 



a .« . 3 t .. .... , Thcv wife ciillcct sat In a | poison gws grenades, . tn*m - • • 

aud the; . clutcnung over cvpe fruit and wilting fio„er e , s nelli„ E ' to ^T otteTSfe 

link and yellow peacbeo n :a t SffiS i„| atavn tbrougn fiora! ti 5s ne paper onto orange vinyi table'top, to c«p.e,ent the'swea't' 

stameu iiural patternea night gown.He fumbles for the tab, then rips the cellophane from the once again floral "cardboard box. 

. . . . .. £k |Ai . .. ... 

From it he withdraws a prelubricated tube consisting of tampon and its telescopic container,applicator,made up of an outer 
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I can 
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4mi pm 
*' * t& take tht cl: 


mm 

drastic 


rtf doev 
a prm&im 


>'J ^ ;;>. 

? ei: ?• j - = sud re^oi- 
Asnxu\<*-- v ?i«;er di.H' 
v'\4< he ha: 


and every other 


Hrtki 


things you do ,d ont y ou** 

' 

; n M Tes,yes you do dont 


"This is 


insertion tube and bn inner plunger tube. <ith thumb and forefinger he grasps the outer tube where it joins the inner tube.Parting 
the lips he inserts the tampon i nto th e vaginal opening,placin g his forefinger over the end of the inner tube in order to hold 


the withdrawal cord in place. He knows that.it will not be neccessary to withdraw the tarrroon until the 

VfrrtWI ” T ” ~~ ..-W'. "TT - ' - ‘’^SSET X~ 

orifice is stuffed with cotton wool to prevent the flow of the less regular discharges that make themselves apparent at death. 

ryg iTTfl «anf - . ........ .. SUSBijw**?. ’' * * "”' r * * ® ,<r 's— r t,!- * - ™ 

tie presses the inner plunger tube into the outer tube with the same forefinger thus mjectmg^the tarn-.on. ..is hands never toucned 
it or the’body, 'for- the last time he had insured correct and h ygenic placement. 


I leave through .the heav y velvet c urtain in an attempt to find aleviation. 

A BOTTLE GOES "DOWN WKLL.'pUT~ 0U T "THE i* 1 k 1 . L1UHT HY n.n.* LOCAL OAU, GOSS A LONG tfAY.ONa OF A FtS W £ kTY 

"Do you mind,its my one evil,well I mean- its my weekly visit to my mums.^ell you know,itsone of those 

~ wvntrm atwr r . ^ * m .. . .— * 

ft He had a choice of schools at the 


Dime 


He had a friend at the new one,but it was further away ?t M GIi yes 

. ,,, A ,. :, -v. -* . . * 


h t .. be C om ® s a C t0matic * H "So we sent him to the clos er of the two.Hes happy enough there." "Yes its better like that 
fl? . bett< ;lll.l es .» tha tB . H.1-1CK3CH rnimm STOCKPILE »0H dear, call it all to min 


iou feel all out of routine*** 

w ’Sir*? *•»*.♦?.** v .. ? .. | 


V ‘ "lovely car." "1 dont know what hes going to 


"Here s & ow you 


f a" n “ ■ ■. v“?J f .^25. .ut.That. no, . bar* of my head.OH I hate photographs." "Nice.’ 

’ -i to hi,-c" "Nice," "They’re the two that a-.. , .7. - 

donate to the raissionarle^'furlT^Xrm ™ T """ 'T.""'’ ' mr -s u * .... ,1 .1" * u “ rx okt under her thumb 

rar' C ‘. Z Wha ^ aV , e , centres **™'<** the .test. They take ^eo 

caieinj ,.y ... .nds life."' "Wlw. -71*. , C ~ _T • - - ---* 


m t; "‘ tS m V th at, cl 

- ..» ^ .C# ^ JHL a : hpf'l 

I return through the h eav y velvet curain,the body is dead.- d & 


engaged, she'll have him 

people off the street 


earu f 


. . *&'.)& ' 

irng Cap .fnm». . used wet cotton wool, coughing and spluttering, as if 

of the distaste felt. ■ h;-n__ii is !-iced ,ai ^ w| ^g | g^^^ MMiiiwwii 1 ght ‘fitments,but are ineffectual^'- 

the thick stench of rotting f in tnd disin fecta . nt flowers flow in. (.) a 1 , . , . .... . .... 

were torn from the soil.They droop now. in the hot room, the atmosphere too heavy for the blooms to hold their heads,ashamed of 
the abuse), "ns a token of our unfailing love".^hat is this love,a love of deathYUnfailing,unquestioned’; PnY lldi-dCT.Her death 

*** #-k»* *»»**I* ir»1 »/**»«? *»*i.*i Xikito < Z’;: \ 1 Id if tot I 4o ? 

you looking at her alive.lour death you looking at her alive. You life you looking at it deadYPAY khLPilCT,the morbid inspection 

ells thv ftniwil r*>ntmP - 4/ | Itopmg niy nh< ?nr*r tr?.'v v . s 

_P ar ^3 e *^j| fsel sorrow "om the depths of my soul*V*I have fond memories of the hapuy times we spent together 1 **These 

:ircr « I hh i w* -i %*#% n”! i i-- - •>••• d-p ■* P * v( i : v . : r. . ^ * - - - ?r,rr- *»«-, -< >*-->••>- 

reminiscences substantiate your own death.Lest we forget* 

Alter mm* mm h® m%t m I . " ' L<»iidon ; ; «s \ k !. T, 


room^upstairs they pull back the covers to check that 


wuA mi suit wtit mm 


nylon shirts*In the • 


s to cneck that no a troci ties have been oer on ,t" ." > .-u.’pii mui ru- ; 

_ _ t , - ____ ^ tm mm rwux... >. -., t 1 F tx on the body that would nr^nnf ^ 1 

carrying out their duty.HavinK.with diffimiHv . . wouia prevent unem from 1 

How*»er. twrtucr £e*rs m me i !««.• ..,..vy,moveu the bed to afford access to the side of the bodv th® «■ 

white paper sheet, under which is a caAvas'stretchArbaD 4 •'ht , fUn,>k k a • ' - *$*?.. .transfer it onto a 

t p,_ Stretcner bag,on .he floor.The body is spreadeagled and they duly re-arrange the 

P^ltion, l. f6 out slight, together,., ras to the aides.i.uuds crossed „v = r coest. Av. . rl u g the bo’y lnc l - 

faces flushed, heads of s»e a t' ,o* 8 'i SPr SXj&fi' “ 

.... i:i “ - — ' ^uziTs sn rz* L:.Izi. 

v i° uld .j ust llke to take a seat,I'll see you in two minutes."Eye contact a voide d.The rubber plaSTTs dry.^rge g 

le ^;lif n !° y !i l0W ‘ UUt . 0 !. S : iS ^I ei :" nd PXffi,nS! ‘° f t r i ^Ogany Je^a jotor c on^y c«l**i*P diacree ibises J 
pneumatic naked breasts^ and eternal sunshine within this grey room. "What i s your relationship-to the deceased.who" nS 

deceased^who empioyed the"deceased"."Would the‘ family and c to li"o Pay the"?res"ct" 1 "to f^Ll 

°? e I ast * time ”* Confusion-deceased?Who are the deceased?Pay respectVClosest TriendsV.vhereTs me?I find nothin»Tioid Don't 

ifU- mu ., VSU'M ' » a* s' " v* . 4 : : : -- S . .. ° vw*^Wii O 


. the h ^band,the nurse, the doctor"he says. (She died through my exclusive love of her, "died tSouehlS 


exclusive love of me* are^and have been, the deceased* )Till death do us part* 

\ U p> f .' i^. \ * $.v*" . “ ” - “ 


■Thanks for your help son,your support 6on* n ^hat son.I am not yours,never was,never shall be.lour me died through the same 

•■■--^■•h^ a # PIBWMW BiaMa ^^ . 


exclusive love,at birth*We are all apart*I feel no attachment.To lossJier life was as a mother to me ,now no-o ne mothers me»j^ho 
:ares*Iou don’t care for me,you care for son*Jamily ties, family lies.She was your mother to meLTo you I nor son, your son* I am 


me,now,no past,no future^Po you, that 1 has never been.I can see you behind your mask,will you let rne see', /ill y 
you p^ople.you can see me. win you stop ^defiling yourm ' v-. s , ^fffi^t^SiS^ach o ther.'' ^ 

"1 feel so deeply for you and your family 
lour distress must be dreadful* 


you -will be given the strength to endure the : 
the days ahead,and know from whence 
it comes.I am one of the many who are weeping. * % 


Tith my deepest sympathy. 



























































THIS PACKAGE SHALL NOT 3i I SoUSU,NON THE OmTSN'fS u’SSU I f TKi LUPP;SR IS BNOKSN.ANY UNUSED IT3i SHOULD 3E DISCARDED AS UNST2HILS. 
Ups cla:..;ed tightly together.Ruby-red fleshy lips that I am used to seeing gleaming lips ti ck,now labori ously pumped through with 
thin purple blood.BLOOD' FROM THi^^RINAL AJilMS IS JO^ECTEDJJP 1 ^ PO^AL Wl. E: - LIthin,cold line, 

U almost without a partingTSps" fused together iadicating that they woul d op en no more to speak,only to su ck in short sharp gulps 
of air.Strands of mucus saliva bar the way to coated teeth and stanching breath.Skin elastic but not taught,rejecting it’s normal 

... ■ ..«•*.* *%. 7 V ■*% « A AA I . 

' form,no longer moulding to muscle and bone-structure,but hanging bac k from th e no se, cheek-bones and fron t of jaw,to fall in 
yellow folds beneath eye-sockets and ears.THE LIVER REDUCES NUCLBO PROTEINS TO URIC ACID rfHICH IS SECRETED INTO THE lux....The 

f ^ l l • ' W m > *MM rn «*■ mmm -T mm 

" A^pmpntc; that, normally contribute to make a recognis/ible face and head are now entirely seperate.Hair,thin and lank,greasy from 
mri - w «7vrmirmrvK7 ... m .. 

not being washed during the illness(and from the bodys general inability to balance its process of secretion)bears no relation to 

° J ~ • .-—— *rmvv'-<A>v y ii y i MM irr tit- nwiwwr. mm '.mums. y 

the forehead..lair,eyes,ears and mouth,bloated and stagnant,now have no personalit y to - resent.THE LIVER P^VIDgS HgAgIN AND 
FIBRINOGEN WHICH PREVENT THE 3100J FROM COAGULATIN G,IT uLSO STORES LiEGE AMOUNTS OF BLOOD IN THE SPLE EN.A thin membrane of 
glutinous sweat is all that relates them to each other# THE LIVER RELEASES A CONSIDERABLE AMOUNT OF HEAT THROUGH THE MANY CHSfolCAL 
PROCESSES THAT it PERFORMs!Sie sweat does not flow as during up t ^ rou E n . tne skin fS^ 
remains in the lame dace, forming another'Uye'r unctor its.lf. suoh i# its oily quality.lt smells like fever sweat.but the smell is 

unrelenting,unhealthy,terminal.THE ilvisT dSaHIHAtE' ThEahEo ACIDS AND D^TUBA TSS AND BREAKS DOWN ABSORBED FATSjCONVBBT^ _ , 

mi GLUCO^Uniik, the sac(sterile an d clean)which bangs fro# ar^r^on 

it out .so that it uuickly looses its functional appearance.and takes on that_of ; th t near , 
corpse by which it is being fed.the Hands are the only other naked appendages outside the bed clothes.Italaea over eacn other an a 

mode gesture of serenity.Also tight clasped, knuckles white with strain,half moons now disappearing now furiously recut m tne 

palm' by digging finger nails.as elsewhere the wrxnicied >in on tbs finger Joints toslostpWagttcity.and lies in dry folds, 

. -- p , ' Pr ) tain. This election has been 

dislocated, to the sides of the bones. 

Scatter? notes in wirey hand writing lie to the side of the bed.Aren these feeble means of communicatio n apprehension are now not 
physically possible. Blood mucus and pain. Three motion s a day , Normal'? Nausea and breathlessn ess. Cough,throaty. 

Dry mouth. Pain in right arm. If ££ gets unbearable; rfhat then? St. peters Hospice Homevisits. Sore under ribs. 
Dressing and 'discharge? 'to only taking three anadins a da y? - other drug s last too long. If Pa^.p- / 

MS LIVER SfiiSxicATIB C SATA IN DRUGS AND aACTEiaAL' POISONS. " The Petfaedrin e can be adminytegdbiy^tion^orpnjabtet^orm " 

Whit ao you think shojrould^ 

A heavy velvet .urtam hangs over the front i ■ nourne rs comic actors 

on a stage set.The frustration and anger that they feel ^ e ^° i nstricted s P aces that 

are left,quickly changes to an air of guilt and sorrow.They be^^y^^extravagant flavours and bouquets 
arranged in green oasis / with their condolences / to comple te the moments demanded specific facade.lt is arbitrary that it 'is 
in mournmi that they come,at a christening or a wedding they would be as inconspicuous.Men in dark sombre suits of thick cloth 

s on tap wiTtnomiiii i-vrawvrv ithiii wmmm li icii 

[ (as befitting the out side temperature) sharply pressed.Clean shaven.Polished laced up shoes,only the odd skuff mark to indicate 
/their tormented travels of "the last half hour.Women also in heavy clothingCalthoug: more colourful).Calf length boots,sturdy 

in India pu . iiiiiiifi i v in uikiiiiinncu O.YYCU.U.O 

shoes,brittle laquered hair.'They come,crippled by their memories,only to substantiate them,to add another chapter to events that 

be aisu i»*a» i '■■■ , „ K ,„ 

are slowly eating away at their minds / more rapidly,the body. • * * * c 


in ray considered apparent rags,against 

are 


° f dress s P each and emotion. 1 am here now opposite the starched shirt.I stand 
your considered apparent riches.They are but meaningless assertionsbFpower and sts_ 

-.a®—* £ “*SjSr&aswaSi• “• a 

m ** m ‘ m "“ r ~ ar “'"- m- 1 —“ »sfs sit «—w’ssf 

m.The facade remains intact,the surface unbroken,from both sides. 

_ ‘ , .. -—t «* iioai ia Uiu .Nun,* • u . ( 

Ihe door bell rings / tolls,punctuating the morbid waiting.A pungent smell,sweet and sour,purvades the four"rooms.*Stunted bright 
white walls.Tiled floor.Open plan.The fire is consumed by the frigidity surrounding it. 

’7 ' *. . t i k. s>I g f f |f i iilit t . 4 r ; ; i I • THr* 

bitting amonst the flowers.Six down,four,seven,two YOUR NUMBExRS UP.They choose to ignore the connection. 


i.uir Kll' tiu tl 


Oblivious of the scrubbed surfaces,sink waste disposal unit,white enamel automatic washing machine and tumble dryer,white enamel 

... . 

deep freeze and refrigerator,open weave cloth blinds shielding from the outside eye,rare steak,plastic peas and instant potatoes 
in spilt eye level twin oven cooker,bulk cleaning fluids,detergent,Sisinfectant‘,“scouring powder,'hygenic“pink ribbed rubber gloves 

syringes, discharge sacs, urine bags and vacuum formed tabiet'bottles, the body'lies rotting in the bed, giving flSTa^vilT^ 

, 7 , , • •;.- . ! u Thw were called ««l hi • *’ 

2*“■ u, “"' ° >,!rr ™“fwtsaiE? b iTrr nt/.,n iiiij., „„ p. a i,. 

.■ink u„a ,.no. pe.cl*. .da »i» ,Uin through rlop.l pap„ „ ra „ E . vinyl ^ ^ S^P 

stameu floral patterned night gown.He fumbles for the tab, then rips the cellophane from the once again floral cardboard box. 
from it he withdraws a prelubricated tube consisting of tampon and its telescopic container,applicator,made up of an outer 


insertion tube and hn innur plunger tube.With thumb and forefinger he grasps the outer tube where it joins the inner tube.Parting 

the lips he inserts the tampon into the vaginal opening,placing his forefinger over the end of the inner tube in m-vW tn Wi'a 

- ~ —-jr;‘ : “ ' '■ 

the withdrawal cord in place.He k nows that .it w ill not be neccessary to withdraw the tampon until the vagina and every other 

• '■ r --—. 

orifice is stuffed with cotton wool to prevent the flow of the less regular discharges that make themselves apparent at death. 

ryrmT ’ 1 *«*«<— ■***"'\ vv v ^ rM ’*•* w ^ ~ w ^ r —— ** 

He presses the inner plunger tube into the outer Jtube^with^ie same forefinger thus injecting^the tampon.His han^s never tou^d»A 

it or the*body .’for the l ast'tim e he had insu red correct and hygenic placement. _ 

I leave through the heavy velvet curtain in an attempt to find aleviation. 

A BOTTLE .a .VELL. PUT O UT.TI1E . . ~ .. _ . . ......V. 

"Do you mind,its my one evil,well I mean- its my weekly visit to my mums.^ell you know,itsone of those things you do,dont you 
-• r'nrrsE wrr . * tt -— mm - . nm rnmm mmmmmmmm- i! • • - 

‘*He had a choi ■ of ; : ools .. tbx time. He had a friend at the new one,but it was further away” "OH yes” ”Yes.ves von h« bnnt 

nnV.T r UW ’ l""" ~ " "" J ■ ~T ■ ■■ -T' ■ .. v - 

yo “",”l e il i ji.. be ?° mes automa t ic." "3o we sent him to the clos er of the two. ties happy enough there." "Jes its'better Ukethat 

}yj .° ettl : " yes ’ STOCKPILE "OH dear, call it alTto mindTBo.No,! 

"Lovely car." "I dont know what hes going to do. 


iou feel all out of routine." "Iknmm. 

- —-7T | f 




,, , •_ • —* - — i —————i «r- ..'* ierf '' show you some pictures, 

T. 


y°u_ 

and teach them a more 


; bHtt 'L 1 i k '' fc ' lt ’ cl&an * M 

I return through the heavy velvet curain.the body is dead.. • •! 

—"i's m w 

y. ffls^religiterjabours over burning a wad o f used wet cotton wool,coughing and splutEri l^H f' conscS I 
af .. the - distaste felt when it is noticed.-wir fresheners hang from the angular light fitments,but are EeffectuaHe" lv ScrSSH 

the thick stench of rotting fruit flesh and disinfectant.otill succulent flowers flow in.(Dead upon observation even before thpvl 

- wmmmmammmmJt* 

were torn from the soil.They droop now. in the hot room,the atmosphere too heavy for the blooms to hold their heads,ashamed of 
the abuse). ”*s a token of our unfailing love'V.Vhat is this love,a love of deathVUnfailing,unquestioned'.P aY REErEOT.Her death 

m f\n mn!>ir»!,k!n» ,n,i n>!« < I ^Y?Atirrn rt htr \ZrZ7JuZ” '.J ; v , 

you looking at her alive.Your death you looking at her alive .ton life you looking at it dead?P aY EXPECT,the morbid inspection 
•ells evade : t t %Jf 4/ her 

parade."I feel sorrow om the depths of my soul"."I have fond memories of the hneey times we spent together".These 

::nr i f hin m nn , m q . — — 

reminiscences substantiate your own death.Lest we forget. 

After many t e&u 


men in black suits and ties,smelling of acrid ciggtte 


door,enter through the heavy velvet curtain.Gmail patches u: 


; a /^te smoke,having just finished smoking qi: 


. . 3f sweat show bhroughlhi armpits of their white nylon shirts In th? 

/ - ' T 0Ul — ' afford access to* the side of the L tbev^ / 

rrrSTitt “ a CanVaS StretCher bilg ' 0n " 00r - The body ia spreadesgled' and "thev duly ^Znge tT ' 

^ ‘ ■' ^tion, legs out straight, her, arms to the sides, hands cro^d^ ctaiCe^^'tod ' ir 

tn ! ' ' - -t, t heybSn t "'into "u,o ■ 

'aces flushed, beads of sweat' forming on their'hr/ . TT l *.. H • - - l carry the package downstairs,' 1 

e . ... rooming °n their brows,and transfer it onto a collapsible troll av f u , --—--— l .- 

place when the upper s ction is raised from n .- r; /"h y the _ le ^s of which spring into 

. ».«««»<rf tomm > ?' " .. ~ iOC , U: ''' !nts are JH 1 ^ in an d s tampe d .They le ave through tte curTTi* 

HJ™ “2 ul . d ..J ust Uke t0 take a seat i J 11 see you ln two minutes."3ye contact a voided .Jh e_rubbc r "pW. is dry.lTreeTreen". 

l0a I UZ !! i e l l T°* t0r 3ISht . be D nd th0 ex ^ e , ot ± rk . mh W n * calender discreetlf advertises 

pneumatic ..okeo oreasts and eternal sunshine within this grey room."AaWs your re lationship to the deceased, w lTST^?"! 

d !! ea ! ed f' h °.!“? l0yed | tbe . deceased "-' ,iould the family Ed'closest friends perha*p > lik^nTtgre spe^Tto the ' 

°^ e , iaSt ° ime * C° n fusion- dec ease d? 'Who are the decease d?Pay respectVClosest friends? /here is me?I find nothing-a voidI™ n f t ^ 
expect respect. 'I od.the nurse, the uoctor"he says. (oheT^e D 

Xfy at ijuliistheraav. And oalv i WOttid Oincii UJt£ir idea. iae. . . . i Wfci ' "^iMBWliSr 

exclusive love of me.we are,and have been,the deceased.)Ti11 death do us part. 

"hanks for your help son,your support son."Vhat son.I am not yours,never was,never shall be.Your me died through the same 
exclusive love,at birth, ie are all apart. I feel no attachment. No lossvHer life was as amoth^rjbo^me , r. o 

cares.You don't care for me,you care for son.Family ties, family lies.She was your mother to me*To you T her sci^oursorul am 
me,now,no past,no future.f'o you,that I has never been.I can see you behind your mask,.will you let me see?fill you see me?I 

- , u i et viA p r. ■ . *. • ; w nu«rej,uv of covering flower [ i .. 


see yo. people,you can see me.rfiU you stop defUing yours... 

"1 feel so deeply for you and your family. 
Your distress must be dreadful.I pray that 


jesting .thai 


lb. m%: fa* possible bet-*- 

r> havf drastic ude-«|fccrs ; 
or doc - •>? any n««sea or 

ifpwnion. ( h ar* common 

f>j e-effect* raoccr 

>ifs* #or|( of Bs . k ia, IS 

veil * , and respt • 

■'» ; ? saucer docto 

everai -> he has <v. •. „ 


you will be given the strength to endure the| 

-XX. „„ I , . ' 

the days ahead,and know from whence 


it comes.I am one of the many who are weeping., 


Eith my deepest sympathy. s 


fraiv 











































































































